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Own Your Own Electrical 
REPAIR SHOP 


Boss Electrical 
Construction Jobs 


Be Superintendent of an 
Electrical POWER PLANT 


JO B and Million Opportunities 


Be an Electrical CONTRACTOR 


Be an Electrical Expert. Go into the one great industry 
where it’s easy to get to the top, to make money, to 
make a real success. You don’t need money in the bank: 
or “pull” to get ahead in Electricity—all you need is 
training, honest, complete training, such as I guarantee. 


g BIG JOBS OPEN Everywhere! 


Look at the building business. Thousands of Electrical 
¥ Contractors are getting rich. Their men are making $10 to 
$20 a day. Look at the fortunes being made in Radio. Look 
a? at the great factories building every kind of Electrical machin- 
ery. Why, the work of the world is being done by Electricity and 

the call for trained men exceeds the supply! 


If you’re now earning less than $40 a week 


—if you want to be an ELECTRICAL EXPERT— if you want to step quickly 
into the class of men earning from $60 to $250 a week—write me at once! This 
million dollar school offers ambitious fellows their big opportunity to learn every 
branch of Electricity at home in spare time by a new, practical JOB-METHOD. 


Learn Electricity Quick by Dunlap “Job-Method” 


My training so simple a school-boy can grasp it instantly. Common schooling 
all you need. No previous experience required. But my students make rapid 
and materials which I supply without extra cost e first half of my training is 

PLIED ELECTRICITY. complete course in itself. In the second half | S and GRADUATES 
I give you Electrical Engineering subjects. I give you Electrical Drafting, att 
Radio, Automotive Electricity, and many other valuable subjects, all for one This JOB-SERVICE keeps in 


s10Motor-4 Big 
OutfitsGiven to 


| JOB SERVICE 


At No Extra Cost to 


small price, and on easy terms. touch with great Electrical em- 


Train forThese Jobs 


Power Plant Superintendent, 
$5,000 to $15,000 a year; Con- 
struction Foreman, $3,500 to 
\\e 000 a year; Chief Electrician, 
$3.000 to $12,000 a year; Elec- 
trical Draftsman, $3,000 to 
$10,000 a year; Automotive 
Electrical Expert, $3,500 to 
$12,000 a year. 


EARN MONEY While Learning 


+ training combines money- 
i making, practical experience, 


ont, In AW 
I call this ‘JOB- 
THOD” and it gets re- 
suits—more and 
2 = easily than old-fashioned 
ways of teaching. Early in 
your training I give you 
special instruction in 
house-wirit ngs Radio- 
building, Electrical 
Repair Work, etc. 
I show you how 
to get spare- 
time work — 


~~ Training Built 
ENcINEERS 


This is not a one-man, one-idea school. 

22 famous Engineers and Executives of 
the following corporations and universities Giz 
helped me make Dunlap-training the most 


complete and up-to-date: 
1. General Electric Co. 7. Western Electric Co. 
8. Underwriters Labora- 


2. Commonwealth Edison 
Compan tories, Inc. 
3. Grocker-Wheeler Co. 9. Columbia University 
4. Cutier-Hammer Mfg. 10. Dartmouth College 
Compan 11. Massachusetts Insti- 
5. American Telephone & tute of Technology 
Telegraph Co. 12. Lehigh University 


. Inghouse Electric 13. University of Vermont 
60. AND MANY OTHERS 


Ask any well posted Electrical Engineer about the qual- 
Ask of AMERIGAN SCHOOL home- 


A training in Electricity. 


CHIEF ENGINEER DUNLAP, ELECTRICAL DIVISION 


American School 


£8251 Drexel Ave., and 58th St. Chicago 


ployers all over America. The day 
you enroll, this Job-Service De- 
partment registers you, finds out 
what kind of job . want, where 
you want to work, etc. 


And when you apply for the 
job you want, we back you with 
our recommendation and help you 
make good in it after you get it. 


BIG ELECTRICAL 
THESE @ GQurrits GIVEN 


to you without one penny of extra 
charge. Not a “premium’”— not some- 
thing “FREE” to induce you to enroll. 
But costly, standard, full-size tools, 
materials and equipment. The man-size 
motor of the same type as the big- 
fellows in a power plant. Not a toy, but a regular power-motor. Runs on 
Alternating or Direct Current, or 32-volt farm electric system. Comes to you 
knock-down. It’s part of your job to wind the arma- ; 

ture and assemble it. That’s the way you learn every 
branch of Electricity by the Dunlap Job-Method. 


Get My 
PAY-DOUBLING OFFER! 


Before you put your time and 
money into home-training, you THE AMERICAN S$ der the laws of 
by will Massachusetts, as an educational institution NOT 
pay. FOR PROFIT. Established 2: years. Over 200 
wit answer n plain Eng = Executives, Engineers, and Educators have prepared 
lish. Get my catalog, my won- the bento wood in these wonderful home-study cours- 
derful new guarantee, my sen- The success of our graduates has made us one of 
sational offers—quick! Get the the largest VOCATIONAL TRAINING Institutions 
facts about your opportunities jn the world. You will be astonished at the many 
in Electricity when you are ways we help our students and graduates progress 
Duniap-trained and when you to success. 
have the backing of the Ameri- 
can School. Before you enroll 
for any home-training, get the 
facts about my training, so you 
can compare it intelligently 
with others. Write me today! 


HAIL coupon 


ff 


is chartered un- 


Chief Engineer Dunlap 
AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. £8251 

Drexel Ave. & 58th Chicago 

I want to be an Electrical Expert. Please 
rush guarantee, job-service facts, complete 
information, money-saving offers. 
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The very women ™ 
who supposed they knew- 


have been the most grateful 
Jor these enlightening, facts 


F ever <here was need for frank scientific 
facts and up-to-date information on the 
subject of feminine hygiene, it is needed 

now. No one can say how much harm has 
been done in the past, and still is being done, 
by the widespread use of highly poisonous 
chemicals as personal antiseptics. Women 
have long been led to believe that bichloride of 
mercury and carbolic acid compounds, when 
diluted with water, were perfectly safe to use. 
As a matter of fact, much careful study in 
c_~—Cséecen years by eminent specialists on 
\ the subject has shown that just the 
opposite is true. 


Too vital a matter 
for guesswork 


Here is a recent statement, by one of 
the country’s leading physicians, 
which represents the modern opinion 


of medical authorities everywhere. 


. . 


“In connection with the universal and neces- 
sary practice of personal hygiene, powerful and 
poisonous chemicals such as bichloride of mer- 
cury and carbolic acid compounds are a real 
menace in more ways than one. When dis- 
solved or diluted with the usual amount of 
water, their highly destructive effect on sensi- 
tive tissues is only reduced—it is not elimi- 
nated. Their continued use as personal anti- 
septics is unquestionably harmful and very 
commonly results in an insidious, gradua! 
hardening of the membranes with which they 
come in contact. Not infrequently an area 
of scar-tissue develops. When diluted to the 
point where they are harmless to tissue they 
have very little of their original germ-killing 
power.” 

The unfortunate part of it is that wntil very 


In bottles, 50c and $1 
at drug stores 
Slightly higher in Canada 


If your druggist cannot 
supply you, send 50c direct 
tothe Zonite Products Co, 


recently science has been unable to offer any 
other effective means of protection against 
germ life. Little wonder, then, that thousands 
and thousands of women have welcomed as 
a godsend the news that at last there is an 
antiseptic absolutely non-poisonous and harm- 
less to human tissues, and yet far more power- 
ful than any dilution of carbolic acid that can 
be used on the body. It is called Zonite, and 
it has ushered in 


An entirely New Era 
of Feminine Hygiene 


It 1s now possible—with Zonite—to obtain 
effective protection against germs without run- 
ning the risk of accidental or mercurial poison- 
ing or slowly impairing and deadening highly 
sensitive mucous membranes, 


A whole 
medicine chest 
in itself 


Z 
Vy 
Zonite kills germs. 

That is why Zonite is valuable for so 

many different purposes. 

For prevention i colds, ghs, 

grippe and influenza. 

Foradaily mouth-wash to guard against 

pyorrhea and other gum infections. 

For cuts, wounds, burnsand scratches. 
For use as a deodorant. 

Remember that Zonite, though a very 

powerful antiseptic, is non- poisonous 

and absolutely safe to use. 


ZONITE PRODUCTS COMPANY 
Postum Bldg., 250 Park Ave., NewYork, N.Y. 
In Canada: 165 Dufferin Street, Toronto 


Lonile 


Compared with peroxide of hydrogen, Zonite 
is more than forty times as powerful! It is 
being used regularly in millions of homes and 
in leading hospitals the country over. Women 
everywhere are adopting it and throwing 
deadly poisons out of their homes. Thousands 
who supposed they were using the best anti- 
septic for feminine hygiene have invariably 
been grateful for the knowledge that science 
has at last produced something better and 
absolutely safe as well. 


Authentic information for 
the modern woman 


When comfort, health and peace of mind are 
involved—as they are in the practice of hy- 
giene—the woman of today wants explicit, 
detailed information on the subject. And that 
is just what there is in the new and dainty 
booklet “Feminine Hygiene,” prepared by our 
Women’s Division. What wouldn't the woman 
of a generation ago have given for its many 
helpful and enlightening suggestions! Hun- 
dreds of requests for it are being received every 
day. It is daintily arranged and beautifully 
printed. You can obtain your copy—ad- 
dressed to you in a tasteful, “social corre- 
spondence” envelope—by simply filling out 
the coupon now and mailing it today. With- 
out knowing the scientific facts which it con- 
tains, no woman can claim to be really well- 
informed. 


ZONITE 
PRODUCTS CO. 
Postum Building 
250 Park Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 


I should like to have a free 
copy of the new _ illustrated 
booklet you have prepared. 
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True Stories from Real Life 
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Cover portrait by Henry Clive from photo- 
graph of Miss Mabelle Swor. See page 82. 
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Broken Promises 


29 Here 1s a story with all the 
33 drama of the ages wrapped up 
36 in its title. It brings back bits 
of memory which seem always 


40 
to have led to disappointment— 
and yet— 

42 “cy? 

I’m an easy going man, 

the writer says, “likewise a bit 

; religious, so I don’t think it’s 

33 right to break promises. But 

56 just the same I know two 
solemn oaths that were _s 

58 and only good come of 1 


61 Moreover, I bust one of en m 
65 oaths myself. 


68 “T am not an educated guy, 
72 and liable to bust hell out of the 
English language just like I 


74 

cvas raised to do, but maybe you 
78 can squeeze some meaning out 
80 of this story—Jenny was her 
82 name—” 


Read this little drama of life 
in the December SMart SET. 


Published monthly by the Magus Magazine Corporation, at 119 West 40th Street, New York, N. Y., U. S. A. 


R. E. President and Treasurer; 
Vol. 77, No. 3. 
{ opyright 1924, by Magus Magazine Corporation, 
Foreign, $4.90, All subseriptions are payable in advance, 
ill subseriptions with the current issue. When sending 
address as well as the new and allow five weeks for the first copy to reach you. 
New York, New York, under the act of March 3, 1879. 


JoHN BRENNAN, Vice-President; 


25 cents a copy: subscription price, United States and possessions, 
We cannot begin subseriptions with back numbers. Unles 
in your renewal please give us four weeks’ notice. 


R. T. Monacuan, Secretary. 


$3. 00 a year; Canada, $3.50; 
otherwise directed we begin 
When changing an address, give the old 


Entered as second-class matter, March 27, 1900, at the Post Office, 


Additional entry at the Post Office, Chicago, [llinois. 
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F. H. LANDWEHR, Sec’y_,/| 
Electric Auto-Lite Company 
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TOLEDO 
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“We want men who can 
think beyond their jobs” 


“We want men in our organization 
today who have the capacity to think 
beyond their jobs. Highly competi- 
tive conditions in industry at this 
period present more opportunities to 
the properly trained young man than 
ever before in history. To my notion, 
LaSalle Extension University offers 
an excellent opportunity to the man 
who wants to get ahead.’ 

(Signed) C. O. MINIGER, Pres. 
Electric Auto-Lite Company. 


“My training has proved 
a wonderful investment” 


“At the time I enrolled with LaSalle 
for training in Higher Accountancy, 
I felt that I could not afford it; but 
the results obtained have proved it 
a wonderful investment. I can truth- 
fully say that your training has made 
it possible for me to increase my in- 
come approximately 700 per cent.” 
(Signed) F. H. LANDWEHR, Sec’y 

Electric Auto-Lite Company. 


— 


x 
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C. O. MINIGER, Pres. 
Electric Auto-Lite Company 


IXTEEN members of the 
Electric Auto-Lite Com- 
pany are enrolled for 

home-study training with La- 
Salle Extension University. 
LaSalle-trained men and 
women—in positions of re- 


ink 


~  F, H. Landwehr could still be a clerk in a 
small-pay position—and probably would be, if 
he had not made a certain decision... 


He did not come to this decision all at once. 
He will tell you that he practically lost five or 
six good years. 


But when he did realize that his future was 
absolutely in his own hands—that the right kind 
of home-study business training would quickly 
speed his progress toward the responsible ex- 
ecutive position he aspired to fill—he ACTED. 


Today he is Secretary of the great Electric 
Auto-Lite Company of Toledo. His earnings 
have doubled —trebled—quadrupled—till today 
he is making several times as much as he was 
making asaclerk, Ahead of him lies a splen- 
did future. 


And he dates his start toward this greater 
success from the day when he clipped and 
mailed a LaSalle coupon. 


Send for Salary-Doubling Plan 


Have you ever traveled a road when the night 
was inky black, arrived at a cross-roads, and 
wondered which way to turn? 


In that predicament, have you ever flashed 
your spot-light on a sign and suddenly seen the 


sponsibility—are to be found 
in every large business organ- 
ization in America, 


Increased My Income 
a on Approximately 700 Per Cent” 


—So writes F. H. Landwehr, Secretary of 
the Electric Auto-Lite Company, Toledo 


name of your destination in big clear letters 
and a hand pointing out the road which would 
take you there? 


Thousands and thousands of men have arrived 
at just such a cross-roads in their business ex- 
perience—have suddenly caught the vision of a 
successful career in the training offered by 
LaSalle and have followed that brighter path to 
the goal of their desires, 


For example—during only six months’ time 
as many as 1,248 LaSalle members reported 
definite salary-increases, as a result of their 
training, totalling $1,399,507, an average increase 
per man of 89 per cent. 


What would it be worth to you to increase your 
earnings 89 per cent—within a comparatively 
few months? 


LaSalle offers you a salary-doubling plan which 
has added millions of dollars to the earning 
power of its members. LaSalle will send you 
a booklet describing this plan without obligation. 
Whetheryou adoptthe planor not, the basic infor- 
mation this booklet will place in your hands is of 
very real and definite value. And—it’s FREE. 


Balance the two minutes that it takes to fill 
out the coupon against the rewards of a success- 
ful career—then clip and mail the coupon NOW, 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


The World’s Largest Business Training Institution 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY Dept. 1150-R Chicago 


I shall be glad to have details of your salary-doubling plan, together with complcte information regarding the opportunities 
in the business field I have checked below. Also a copy of ‘Ten Years’ Promotion in One,” all without obligation. 


Cpacrts Management: Training for Industrial Man: Modern Busi- 
Official, Managerial, Sales and Departmental ‘or positions in ness Corre- 
Executive positions. Production Control, Industria spondence — = 
Salesmanship: Training for gest neering, etc. ang orreepondent, 
tion as Sales Salesman, [_ troduction Sales Promotion Manager, Mail Sal 
Coach or Trainer, Sales Promotion Manager, Methods: Training for positions in Shop Manager, Secretary, etc. 
Manufacturer’s Agent, Solicitor, and osi- Management, such as that of Superin- Gr 
tions in retail, wholesale, or specialty selling. tendent, General Foreman, Foreman, end Weitere. 
Sub-Foreman, etc. oe ish: Training for 
nosition as Foreign Correspondent 
Spanish -speaking countries. 
art of forcefu ive speec 
Ministers, Salesmen, ternal Leade ers, 
Politicians, Clubmen, etc. 


ement: Training 
orks Management, 
Engi- 


Law: Training for Bar; LL.B. Degree. 


Commercial Law: Reading, Refer- 
ence = Consultation Service for Busi- 
ness 


— Foreign and 
Domestic: Training for position as Rail- 
road or Industria! Traffic Manager, Rate 
Expert, Freight Solicitor, etc. 
Railway Station M Train- 
ing for position of Station Accountant, 
Cashier and Agent, Division Agent, etc. 

C Banking and Finance: Training for 
executive positions in Banks and 
Financial Institutions. 


Higher Accountancy: Training for posi- 

tion as Auditor, Comptroiler, Certified 

Public Accountant, Cost Accountant, ete. 
( eee Bookkeeping: Training for posi- 

tion as Head Bookkeeper. 

C. P. A. Coaching for Advanced Account- 

ants. 


Personnel and Employment Man- 
agement: Training in the position of 
Personnel Manager, Industrial Rela- 
tions Manager, mplovment Manager, 
and positions relating to Employee 
Service. 


Name. Address. 


Home-Study Business Training 
f% — [oes It Pay? 
| rit 
| 


—Read This 
Description 


Soft Cotton Comforter— A size comforter of 
rich, soft thickn 8. Scroll stitch. Filled with pure, 
sweet, sanitary ite cotton, with a good weari 
cambric cover, in rich floral design, both sides “7 
Measures about 71 x 76 ins, Weight about 545 | 


Double Plaid Blankets—Here is an unusually fine 
texture wool finished double cotton blanket. Has 
carefully stitched shell binding. Made with a wool- 
like finish which is produced by a special process 
of manufacture and the use of China cotton. By 
actuel test these blankets have proved to be prac- 
tically as warm as all-wool blankets. Popular col- 
orings. Size about 66x80ins. Weight about 3 Ibs. 


Scalloped Bedspread—A magnificent crocheted 


. Size 
about 78 - 90 ins. jeight Sh. 3'4 Ibs. Corners cut 
out so spread will lie perfectly smooth and flat upon 
the bed. With overlocked stitch scalloped edges. 


Curtains for Two Windows--Very beautiful and 
durable quality fringed bottom .panel curtains 
Designed to be hung one to a window, just as you 
will now find in the most exclusive homes. Woven 
of sturdy yarns in the popular Adam period, with 
scalloped bottom and finished with 3 in. bullion 
fringe. Each curtain is about 35 ins. wide and ad 
yds. ow Comes in beige color, the most appro) 

ate shade for this new type of curtain. Will launder 
beautifully. Two curtains included with each outfit. 


2 Bed Sheets— These seamed sheets are extra 
besty, bleached to a snowy whiteness, nicely 
hemmed and beautifully finished. Size about 90 
x72ins. Two sheets furnished with each outfit. 


2 Pillow Cases —These are made of the same qual- 
ity as the sheets, bleached to pure snow-flake white, 
nicely made and beautifully hemmed. Will give 
unquestionably long service and will launder per- 
fectly, Size about 42x 36ins. Two pillow cases fur- 
nished. Shipping weight of entire outfit about 15 lbs. 


Order by No. C8499A. $1.00 with coupon, $2.00 
a month. Price for all 9 pieces, only $19.95. 


Straus & Schram, I 


Bedroom 


Wonderful bargain! A complete oufit of bed equipment—nine useful pieces—things you 
need—things every proud housewife ought to have—and the whole outfit costs you 
less than 50c a week, just $2.00 a month—surely you can easily save that much on other 
things! Mail the coupon today. We send all these 9 pieces on approval. 


30 Days Trial—$2.00 a Month! 


When you get this complete 9-piece bedroom outfit, use it freely for 30 days. See for yourself the beauty 
and quality of each piece. Note how the curtains and handsome bedding beautify your bedroom. Then 

if not satisfied for any reason, return the set at our expense and we will refund your $1.00 at once oa 
any express or parcel post 3 you paid. But if you decide to keep the set, start paying only $2.00 a month 
until you have paid $1 payments so low and so convenient that oe will scarcely know that you spent 
the money. Think of the value. Such an amazing bargain and your room like new! If you were to buy 
these pieces singly they would cost you almost twice as much as we ask on this great combination offer. 
Could you duplicate this offer ever, anywhere for spot cash? We've smashed the cash price while giving 
almost a yearto pay. We trust a people 


anywhere in the U.S. No 
nothing extra for credit. No C. O. D. 


Send Coupon! 
Don’t delay. Just send $1.00 along 
with the coupon as deposit. If 
you are not fully satisfied after 


using the set for 30 days, your 
dollar will be 


re- 
funded, plus all ex- 


Straus & Schram, Dept. 1918 Chicago, Ill. 


6-piece Bedroom Outfit. I am to have 50 days trial. If I! ee 
the outfit, I will pay balance at $2.00 per month. If not sat ished . 
I will return the outfit within 30 days and — agree to refund 
my and -R express or parce! post c' 

not sold separa 


0 9-Piece Bedroom Outfit No. C8499A, $19.95. 


Gentlemen:— Enclosed you will find $1.00. Ship special advertised 


arges I paid. Pieccs 


aren you paid. 
Shows thous- St., R. F. 
Catalo ands of bar- YOU do met risk St, R. 
in rugs, limited. reduced 
crockery, stoves, and jewelry, 4 
edgy tartan, "Sent with ger. Piet Shipping 


coupon, 


Dept. 1918 Chicago, Ill. 


/ 
bedspread. Made of close woven long staple New ee 
England cotton yarn. Bleached to a snow-flake 
is 


. 848 Spring At 


24 Days recommend’ your 


These Four, and Thou- 
sands of other Men 
earning $70 to $200 
a Week, Recommend 
This Training to You! 


LEARN to EARN 
$3,500 to $10,000 a Year! 


Don’t you keep on working for only $25 or $35 a weck. Get into Elec- 
tricity. Thousands of Cooke Trained Men who knew nothing about 
it a short time ago are now earning $70 to $200 a week as Electrical Experts—and 
they don’t work half as hardas youdo. Why stick to yo ur small pay job? Why 
stick to a line of work that offers no chance—no 7, m—no big pay? Get into 
the world’s gre-test business. Electricity needs you. I’llshow you how to doit. 


ready for the big pay job now. 
Are In Demand 
Even ordinary electricians—the “screw driver” kind—are making big money, but 


Auto pays W. E. 
Pence, Alba 


$9,000 


a $9,000 a year. | men enrolled 
Year 


for this training on his rec- 
cmiucndation, 


trained men—Electrical Experts who get the top salarics—are needed more now oy ever 
before. Thousands of Cooke Trained Men eacily earn $3,500 to $10,000 a year. That’s the kind of 
a job you want—where you can plan and boss and supervise the work of others or go into 
business for yourself. Get started Rewards one of these big-pay jobs now. Learn to earn $70 to 
a week — you can do it with Cooke ining — recomme: by more than ten thousand 
successful juates. Just mail the coupon below. 
Age or Lack of Bars No One 


You don’t need experience. } You u don't b t have to be a College man. You don’t have 
to be even a high school gradu Engineer of this big two million dollar institution 
which does a &5 neral Consulting Tindincoring Busincss besides operating one of world’s great- 
est Training Schools, I know just what training you need to make a big success in electricity. 
me give you that training with my simplified, com 4 
home course—the world famous ‘‘Cooke Training’’—built 
my own 20 years of engineering experience with the hel of 
nearly 60 otfcr engineers. Learn toearn $70 to §200a weck— 


spare time needed. 
Pays For itself 


You can start earning extra money a few weeks after 

you my training. I give you special instruction for doi 

simple electrical jobs in yourspare time—show you how to ge 
and tell you what to charge. nts 


Employment 
Service — No 
Extra Charge 
I will train you for a big 


ja 4 job and then help you 
t it without extra these jo! 


boos Many of my s 
$125 tharge. Hundreds of Em- make as high as a week extra this way while 
a Arizona. “I make over $500 ployers look to me for the My course more than pays its own way. 
a month. Your advertise- electrical men they hire. Yo G 
Week --nt started me tocuccczs.” Last year I placed over one ur Satisfaction Guaranteed 


I am so sure! can make you a big success in Electri- 
city, just like I have done for the men whose pictures you see 
here and thousands of others whonow t my training, that 
I will guarantee your satisfaction with a signed, money-back 
arantee bond. If my training doesn’t satisfy you after you 
ve finished, you get back every penny you payme. Atwo 
million dollar institution stands back of this guarantee. 


thousand men at big raises 
in pay. Hundreds of others 
were promoted by their 
employers through the help 
of my Vocational Service 
and other hundreds went 
into business for them- 
sclves with the help of my 
Business Training. 
ail Coupon for big free 
book which explains this 
service and fourteen other men © 
features, many of which iven in my book. Get the r 
anywhere else, frie ity 
to $200 a week "t deny yourself this chance to e big mone: 
jot ‘the facts now — Coupon at once for facts and my guaran 


WONDERFUL 
WORKING 


OUTFITS~ 
Given without 
extra charge | 


L. L. COOKE, Chief Engineer 
CHICAGO ENGINEERING WORKS, Inc. 
Dept. 658 
2150 Lawrence Ave. 
Chicago, Ilinois “ 
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2150 
al Send me at once, without obligation, 


John Jirinee, 1133 Fourth, 


Avenue, Astoria, 


START NOW Be an.Monch 


ELECTRICAL EXPERT 


L. L. COOKE, Chief En- 

4» who has trained thou- 
sands of men for Big-Pay Jobs in 
Electricity. 


ENGINEERS’ ASSOCIA- 
TION ENDORSES 
COOKE TRAINING 


The American Association of 
Engineers, with 15,000 College 
and Practical Engineer Mem- 
bers, hasapproved Cooke train- 
ing and theC. E.W, 100%. Their 
printed and publiclydistributed 
report of their investigation is 
theonlyendorsementof aschool 
they have ever issued. Full de- 
tails of this endorsement sent 
with my free book. 


COOKE, Chief Engineer, 


cuicace ENGINEERING WORKS, 


Depts 658 


our 
aa big illustrated book and complete detail 
a” your Home Study Course in Electricity, i 
o* your outfit and employment service offer, 
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| 
3 
by | 
‘ 
$ 4) | 
| 
| 
ying. 
1 LABORATORY AND EXPER! 
MENTAL Complete 
material for jnteresting exper- 
iments. 
2 BELL AND ALARM ouTFitT. 
Electrical apparatus. ‘material re 
and tools—* complete jnstalle- ice 
tion Kit. “4 
3K ecTRIc LIGHTING out- 
Se itches Ww ire. Ligh 
tric lighting circuits. pON 
poweR outFit. cou EE 
The Famous Motcr 
and other apparatus: Not atcy 
—but real, honest to-go00d- 
pess workable FR 
5 pook O 
e 
ke Trained Ma 7) 


B. W. 


COOKE 


«Pay Raiser 
of Men” 


I'll Stand Back of That Statement 
Don’t be a low-pay man. Don’t be 

WITH PROOF! a Job-Hunter. Change quick from Y¥¢ 

Empty Pockets to STUFFED POCKETS. YOU TOO, have a 

right to enjoy BIG MONEY. There is a fast way to do it. I'll why 1 

show you a QUICK way—so quick that it is positively amaz- huge 


ing—just a few happy. easy weeks. My Auto Book tells this ong! 
romantic story of QUICK RESULTS. It’s FREE to you. 
That coupon brings it. Send for it NOW. 
Ther 
enou 
Earn Up to $150 a Week! to 4 
Put an end to low Pay QUICK! Find out about this amazing, RAPID 
way to Raise Your Pay. Clip sovpen B now! Get my Free Book. See 
how | put you in line—RIGHT OUR OWN HOME —for the Auto 
Experts’ Jobs, paying up to $150 a week/ 
whic’ 


“I Owe It All to B. W. Cooke” 


That's what M. J. Morriston, Parkersburg, W. Va., tells the world! He tripled his 


income in only 3 or 4 months. It makes no difference e W hat your present line of of ex! 
work is—or how little or how much Auto Experience you've had. I have doubled 
and tripled the salaries of men who I am 
never had a day's Auto Experience lutel; 
i Ww k On the other hand men with years cost a 
0 n a e e and years Auto Experience say my F El 
M Training is exactly what they Benc' 
Onl onths After Enrolling need to get into the BIG PA\ ceiver 
y 4 class. Get all the facts. Mail .. 
How would you like to boost Your Pay to $50 a BOoE at once for my FREE aont 


day? Jos. Woronecki, 186 Effick St.. Hartford, 
Conn., did it—just 4 months after enrolling! Think 


of itl—from $21 a week to $300 in eek—so 
QUICK! That's the kind of QUICK RAISE % 
opportunity B. W. Cooke “JOB-WAY” AMI L ( 
raining offers YOU. iNA 
6 0 one ! W RITES Your 


«““é ing te 
R to gel 

OUR J- F- PL ( yW life 
Find 
My otntes brings results so quick that it’s positively amazing! Take J. F. Plow, poet 
Box 370. Ironwood, Mich. Just 12 short weeks after enrolling he writes me that he probl 


has alre ady averaged $30 a week extra money in his spare time since the day he en- more 
rolled—and he adds “I can’t get away without thanking you for it. Your Course is livi 
ONE in a Million, and I'll back my statement with anybody.’ 


me f 
putti 
RU 
60% Raise in Pay $700 in Time *“*Your Course A 
Only 6 Months 4-4. Everything it is do fo 
After Enrolling Seven Hundred dollars— Represented to be 
Harold J. Lester 1108 more than 5 times what _ he —and More!” 


re., Es aid for my training is 
what brought That's what Allen 
his salary only 6 months CleoCrow! 215 Washington ° "ie only 23 
after writing me. Think St., Medford, Oregon, in vost. oid, but is proprietor 
what Pay-Raising his spare time while still of his own busy Auto Shop 
Training like this means training. This shows why fy, "gays too. “A give 
you. “JOB-WAY”’ is known a3  “Job-Way" the 
“the that Pays Us have always re- 
Own Way. ceived help, encouragement 
and a square deal from Mr. 
Cooke.’ 


B. W. Cooke *‘JOB-WAY’’ 
is the only ““JOB-WAY” 
TRAINING ON EARTH! 


Remember, nowhere else on earth can you get the original, genuine copy- 
righted B. W. Cooke “JOB-WAY" Home Training. 

I am Directing Engineer, Owner and Head of this world’s greatest Institution 
of its kind, and I have put into this “JOB-WAY’ training of mine every- 
thing that my experience has proved that you need to become a BIG PAY 
MA I have crowded YEARS of experience into a few months pleasant, 


easy and practical Training. I have developed this Training, not to make 


you just @ mere mechanic—but t ut u line P 
Spent Every Vearfer where you bose the JOB.” line for the BIG PAY as an 
Mail that coupon to me now. It will oS Ln full information about this 
Auto Upkeep Alone? money Auto Training 
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ent The World’s Biggest Business NEEDS 


ade YoU If you want BIG PAY and QUICK BIG PAY—¢et all the facts about this tree 
_ . mendous Auto Business. Just think of this—5 THOUSAND MILLION 
eve e DOLLARS are spent by car owners every — for upkeep alone! Find out 
. Vu why the trained be ene or as 1 will train you—get the BIG PAY—the lion’s share of this 
mmaz- huge outlay of money. 
s this Find out why the demand for B. W. Cooke trained men grows greater and eer every year. 
you See what my students are doing. See what YOU cando. Clip coupon now 
There is not room With My Training You Can Go into 
enough on this page Business 
k! to properly show | gon’t care where you live—in city or town village or country—there 
you the are and of to go into business—to 
be your own boss—to make up to $10,000, or even $15,000 a year’ I Th B k Th t Sh th W. 4 
APID Wonderful have students who never had a day’s Auto experience before writing e oo a Ows e a 
See BIG me—who are now running their own money-making businesses. 
Auto The Auto Busines; has passed the Steel Business in value of production. TO and 
OUTFITS Today it is the Biggest Business in the world—and growing bigger every a 
year 
which I give you 48 (00,000 cars are on the roads today—millions of new cars added ev ery A 
e”’ absolutely how this is gigantic Industry apa Eee PS On grow ir 
AND R book 
ed his act q s 
p d in the BIG PAY class of Auto Experts. It is the book that has doubled and 
ae of of extra cost! le Ante Shops and more Trained Men are needed today than ever tripled an’ s salaries. it is the book that se y= big extra on 
i ine money to men all over the world—and put others in (heir own money-ma 
lutely Free ot N@ Other Training Like “‘Job-Wav” 
years cost a fine set of Tools It opens the way to a BIG JOB and a QUICK RAISE IN PAY for YOU! I'l! 
y my —Electrical Test My Free Book shows how I train you quickly right in your own home send it to you absolutely Free and postage prepaid, Not a penny's charge 
‘they Bench and Radio Re- for BIG PAY with Tools and Practical Illustrated Jobs—not books. not a bit of obligation on your part. Get it QUICK! . 
PAY ceiving Set, all Equip- You don’t have to leave your doorstep to get all this —— al train- 
Mail ment—also 293 Wiring ing. “JOB-WAY" Training includes ALL Electrics ul work—lIgnition. 


EE Di . Clip Coupon Starting, Lighting. All Mechanical and Welding, Brazing, Vulcan- 
_ rita izing—also Business Course, also Salesmanship, also Advertising, GET THE FACTS Send Cou on Now 
Buying, How to Keep Simple Books—also Magazine, also 5 | NO OBLIGATION 


Outfits, 


WHATE Be sure to send coupon at once for this remark- 
\” e W. ad VER able Book. Right now I am in a pee to 
an hn) : make you an outstanding offer of 4 ig Outfits 


which I'll include without a penny’s extra cost. 
Get a the particulars QUICK. Clip Coupon 
Now 


life. Don't guess about anything so rial to you 


Find out! Learn what I can do for you. See how I back you up with 
the Entire Resources of this Big Institution. See how / stand behind you— 


> Your Success—the money you're go- O 
ing to make—the pleasures and comforts you're going Or 
to get out of life—are the most tmportam in your U! 


=. with Employment Service your whole life long. Learn how I give you help with all your ™ — 
e problems through my lifetime Consultation Service’ Find out why B. W. Cooke has trained —_—— 
“g more men right in their own homes for BIG SUCCESS in the Auto Industry than any ” >> 
e is living man or any Institution in a world. Find out why hundreds of my students thank 

me for BOOSTING their Pay—to' 

putting them in good, HIG HSAL- Cli Co ~ 

ARIED out what I can ip upon oO w f 

do for you. ail Coupon now. f 
I'll Send You FACTS 

—not STATEMENTS: 

| Common Schooling j 
‘om- You don’t have to go through life at Low / 
All You Need! that compen I'll send / 
y 22 proof of put you in line right in j 
etor bow your own home—to make up to $150 @ / 
nop in line for Big Pay as oly AUTO week. I'll show you how I have ag 
tive EXPERT thousands of men for BIG SUCCESS 
you can read and write plain English om rove 

My practical. “JOB-WAY” has 
trained hundreds of men with only is _about the wonderfu foney- 

° aking Opportunities in this TRE- 


common schooling—men between MENDOUS AUT( N 
the ages of 15 and 60. Many have I'll show you how men Raise their Pay / 


become Garage Owners. Managers. irs, » weeks 
Superintendents Foremen Auto — the very first few weeks of my 


I'll prove to you that I train you as 
"how. this prection! oney- you want to be trained—for the BIG 
pee Trai Jobs—quickly, easily and thorough- 
me x 1 ly—or my training doesn’t cost you j 
Sem at coupon now. a penny’ Get the PROOF—Mail / 
t the coupon to me today and I'll 
send you al/ the FACTS without 
the slightest obligation on your / 
rt—as well as fulldetails 
of my wonderful 4 / 


PRo 


Address me 
Personally 


outfits offer! / 


B. W. Cooke, 
Directing Engineer, 
Training 

Corporation, 
1916 Sunnyside 
Ave., Dept. 837 
Chicago, Ill. 


, Fre 
Send me 4 our ROC 
“Auto Facts for BIG 


that you will train re time. Outfits Offer ‘ 
; pay at home of, @ 
Also sen obligation. » sale’ 
DIRECTING wad 
5 
e 
n 
CHICAGO MOTOR TRAINING CORPORATION 
3 
1916 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 837, Chicago, Ill. 
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_ Learn. 
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Would you like to 


know the secrets of 
Peggy’s world fa- 
mous charm? Then 
read Photoplay for 


November, 


Do you ever hope to be so attractive, so appealing, so 
wistful, so desirous that any man would say “Here, 
darling, have a pearl necklace and don’t look so sad?” 


Wouldn’t you like to know what goes on behind 
Peggy Joyce’s limpid blue eyes that brings fortunes to 
her feet, that has made her the favor of royalty, the 
toast of Europe, and who our newspapers call our 
most fascinating American vampire? 


Then read about her in Photoplay before you see her 
on the Screen. Perhaps you will get some ideas. 


Have your newsdealer reserve the November issue 
of Photoplay for you. 


Photoplay Magazine 


for 
November 


Is on sale October 15th. Order your copy now 
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Not Only Men Who Have Made Millions 


Send 


forthis Astonishing Book 


“but Thousands of Others ! 


Many successful business men have sent for this amazing book now mailed free. 


Such men as Walter O. Ford, 


of the Ford Manufacturing Company; C. F. Bourgeois, President of Robischon and Peckham Company; H. B. 
McNeal, President of the Telephony Publishing Company; Guy H. Shearer, Cashier Filer State Bank; and many 


other prominent, prosperous business executives are unstinting in their praise of it. 
Thousands of young men have found in this book the key to advancement in salary and position, 


for big men. 


popularity, standing, power and real success. 


Today business demands for the big, im- 
portant, high-salariel jobs, men who can 
dominate others—men who can make others 
do as they wish, whether it be one man or a 


You can now obtain your copy 


power and real success. This simple, easy, 
sure and quick training is guaranteed to do 
this. If it fails your training will not cost 
you a single penny. 


thousand. It is the power — 
of .forceful convincing 


What 15 Minutes a Day 
Will Show You 


Easy For Anyone Only 
15 Minutes a Day 


speech that causes one man 
to jump from obscurity to 
the presidency .of a great 
corporation. Another from 
a small, unimportant terri- 
tory to the salesmanager’s 
desk. Another from the 
rank and. file of political 
workers to a post of na- 
tional prominence as a 
campaign speaker. A timid, 
retiring, self-conscious man 
to change almost overnizht 
into a popular and much 
applauded after-dinner 
speaker. 


» Either You Become a Powerful 
 Speaker—or Your Training 
is FRE 


is F 
You are shown how to 
fright, self-consciousness, 


you,.silent when men of 
vincing speech. 
out and develop your 
knack”—the natural gift 
which will win 
position and salary, 


How to talk before your club or lodge. 

How to address Board Meetings. 

How to propose and respond to 
toasts. 


How to make after- 

How to converse interes 

How to write better letters 

How to sell more goods 

How to train your memory 

How to enlarge your vocabulary. 

How to develop self-confidence 

How to acquire a winning person- 
ality 

How to strengthen your will-power 
and ambition 

How to develop your power of con- 
centration. 

How to become a clear, accurate 
thinker. 

How to be the master of any situs- 


conquer 
timidity, 
fulness and fear—thcse things which keep 
lesser 
what.they want by the sheer power of con- 
You are told how to bring 
priceless 
within 
for you advancement in 
popularity, 


leader among 
force, vigor 


stage 
bash- 


abilitv get 


once you 
“hidden able new 


you— 


standing, - 


men. 
occasion and demand 


book, 


Required 


There is no mystery 
about the power to work 
wonders with words. Prac- 
tically anyone can do it. 
It makes no difference how 
embarrassed self-con- 
scious you now are when 
called upon to speak. Cer- 
tain principles will show 
you how to rise head and 
shoulders above the mass 
and make yourself the 
domirating figure, in any 
gathering. How to be a 
How to rise to any 
what you want with 
conviction. Give only 


fifteen minutes a day in the privacy of your 
own home and you can accomplish all this 
in a few short weeks. 


MAKE THIS FREE TEST 


If you will fill in and mail the coupon at 
will receive besides this remark- 
“How to 
with Words,” an amazing five minutes’ test 
by which you can determine for yourself 
whether -you are one of the 7 


Work Wonders 


men out of 


But don’t think it is only 


absolutely free by writing at once. 


every og who possess the “hidden knack” of 
powerful speech but do not know it. De- 
cide for yourself if you are going to allow 
fifteen minutes a day to stand between you 
and success. You, like thousands of others, 
can quickly and easily learn how to bring 
out and develop your “hidden knack” and 
gain for yourself high position, standing, 
money and power. Just send your name 
and address now—thousands have found 
this to be the biggest forward step of their 
lives. If it has played such an important 
part in the lives of many big men, may it 
not in yours? 


North American Institute 


3601 Michigan Ave., Dept. 3188 
Chicago, Ill. 


NORTH AMERICAN INSTITUTE, Inc., 

Dept. 3188, 3601 Michigan Ave., 

Chicago, Il. 

Please send me FREE and without obligation, my 
copy of your famous book, “How to Work Won- 
ders with Words.” Also your FREE 5-minute 
test by which I may make a self-examination. 


Name 
Address 


City... 


\ 
4ow To Wo, 
| 
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27 STORIES, 
NOVELS and 
FEATURES 


including 
Theodore Roosevelt’s 
own story of his hunt- 
ing and exploring 
adventures in mys- 
terious Asia. 


This is Edith. ..... around whom 


REX BEACH 


has written a Novel about your morals 
and your neighbors’, and called it by 
the apt title..... 


PADLOCKED 


This story will cause about as many arguments as the 

Dayton trial. Begin this Novel of Today in the November 

issue of Hearst's International and Cosmopolitan 
. at all news-stand after October 9th. 


Two Magazines in One—for the Price of One 
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Arthur Brisbane 
says: 


“Tt ts not how much you GET. It’s how 
much you can BUY with what you get.”’ 


“Tf you are able to pay the average rent, 
you are also able to pay for and gradually buy 
the home and own tt.”’ 


believe in budgets’ — President Coolidge. 


It is simple as A-B-C if you follow the “budget” 
plan. Don’t be frightened by the word “‘budget.” 
Every week you lay aside for the rent or other 
property payment, do you not? If you do this, 
you have already started a budget system, without 
knowing it. By this same simple system you can 
pay for and gradually buy good furniture, rugs, 
other household necessities and luxuries—anything 
you desire. 

You can buy these things by putting by as little 
as 75c a week more, when you put by the rent 
money. That’s merely adding a little to your 
weekly budget. Planning beforehand in this way 


Thousands of people long to have handsomer, 
more up-to-date furniture and furnishings in their 
homes. It is a very worthy desire. Yet they feel 
they can never, orat least not for years, save suffi- 
cient to pay for the things they wish. 


This is asad mistake. Today through the wonder- 
ful advantage of the Spear plan, whereby you pay 
gradually and easily from your income, you do not 


Get one of the simply ruled Budget Books that we offer 
free free with our big catalog. It is called “‘How to Have 

Moreand Save More—A Complete Budget Plan”, and it 
tells exactly how to follow the simple money-making and money- 
saving plan advised by Mr. Brisbane, also containing ruled pages 
for a year’s entries. Then our new catalog isa treasure house of 
Home Furnishing Ideas, a delightful guide to Happy Home 
Making. It shows such a wonderful variety of all kinds of furni- 
ture and furnishings, carpets, stoves, rugs, etc., that you are 
bound to find exactly what you need, at the price you want to pay. 
Learn also about our Money-Back Bond, the Fairest, Squarest 
Guarantee in the World. Send for the free Budget Book 
and Catalog NOW. Please enclose 6c in stamps to pay part 
postage. Mail Coupon TODAY. 


> Spear & Co.<© 


Dept. S820 PITTSBURGH, PA. 


Home Furnishers for the People of America 


a Modest Income 


what you expect to spend, is far more satisfactory 
and pleasant than frittering away your money with- 
out anything to show for it, through lack of system. 
It actually means GETTING THE MOST GOOD 
OUT OF YOUR MONEY. Keepinga budget shows 
you how to both BUY MORE and SAVE MORE 
than you would ever have thought possible. 

Says President Coolidge, ‘‘I believe in budgets— 
I want other people to believe in them. I have had 
a small one to run my own home; and besides that 
I am head of the organization that makes the great- 
est of all budgets—that of the United States Gov- 
ernment.” 


Why Wait Until You Are Too Old 
To Enjoy What Life Offers? 


need to wait until you are old to enjoy life’s com- 
forts and even luxuries. You simply budget your 
weekly expenses, as is easy to do with the Free 
Budget Book offered below. Follow this simple plan 
that shows you where every cent goes. Lay aside 
regularly the small sum necessary to meet pay- 
ments. And soon many things you have merely 
dreamed of and hoped for are yours and fully 
paid for without the slightest inconvenience. 


eee 
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Please gend meat once your Free Budget Book 
and Big Free Catalog- 1 enclose 6c in stamps 
Name 
Address 
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IFE isa mirror. Some of us smile 

, atit. That is why it smiles back. 
Some of us scowl at it and won- 

der why the clouds gather. In such 
‘a case there is only one way to make the 
sun break through and that is to smile. 

Have you ever noticed the sudden 
hush which falls over the country before a 
storm? Then comes a tiny sweep of 
wind bringing down a few of the rus- 
tling leaves which color the Autumn 
landscape. Finally a torrent of rain 
descends —bothersome if we think of it 
that way, or wonderfully refreshing. It 
all depends on the way you and I think 
of it at the moment. 

I am rather given to talking shop, I 
know, and I’m going to stop altogether, 
but first I must tell you just how much 
I appreciate the help you have given in 
building the SMART SET policy. 


A LITTLE over a year ago we started 
to build anew, and promised that 
whatever our readers wanted us to do, 
we would do. The result has been just 
what might have been expected. We 
smiled at you, and you smiled back. 
The imaginary clouds which hang be- 
fore every new enterprise have faded 
away and the sun is breaking through. 
Right from the first we have been 
confident of your support because we 
have been honest in our efforts to build 
of the romance of lifea agazine which 
is fascinating ~and clean. And we’re 
going over the top so fast that it almost 
takes my breath away to think of it. 
We have proved that we can be fas- 
cinating in our presentation of stories 
and still keep them in good taste. We 
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have learned that you are willing to co- 
operate with us in good faith. And we 
have gone as far as we felt it possible to 
go in making SMART SET a magazine of 
our own readers. 


UR covers have been a great success 

since we have been using SMART SET 
girls as models. Our SMART SET girl 
rotogravure section has been more pop- 
ular than we dared to dream—and it’s 
made up of our own home girls, and 
not of movie stars. Maybe some of 
these girls will be stars within a few 
years. I certainly hope so; and I be- 
lieve they will. Where else would the 
directors find such prospects? 

We are different from other maga- 
zines. Out of the unknown have come 
the big majority of our stories; manu- 
scripts have been received from every 
corner of the English-speaking world. 

You and I, following the winding 
road into the unknown, have been to 
India together, to the south seas, to 
Africa. We have roamed the desert, 
climbed the mountains of Kentucky, 
wandered through the old South. 


DON’T know just how we could go 

about gathering anything more _ro- 
mantic than these stories of people every- 
where. I know they are not written by 
the pens of masters—-that is one reason 
they are great. Just the little dramas of 
everyday life as you and I have known 
it! And together we are looking for 
new thrills as we journey once more 
around the earth, smiling at the mirror 
which is life and en the rising 
sun breaking through the mists. _ 
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Just mail the coupon below, promptly, 
and a splendid set of 11 volumes of astound- 
ing mystery stories comes to you without 
obligation or expense. A marvelous set of books that 
spreads before your eyes a new and fascinating world of 
adventure and romance—a breathless succession of 
amazing episodes—all the glamour and subtle enchant- 
ments of the Orient—life in a thousand guises, each 
more fascinating than the last! 


Masterpieces Oriental Mystery 


11 THRILLING VOLUMES By SAX ROHMER 


V RITTEN by a genius with rare insight into Ori- 

ental character—the background of Sax Rohmer’s 
books shifts from aristocratic homes to the underworld 
dives where the insidious Fu Manchu breeds a jungle of noxi- 
ous things to catch white men like flies—from England into 
the heart of secret Egypt—from East to West, but always 
through amazing exploits whose daring will sweep you off 
your feet! 

And that is not all! Sax Rohmer reveals the weird secrets 
of Chinese religious fanatics, Hindu devil-doctors, wizards of 
all countries—those mysteries over which controversy has 
raged ever since West met East. 


These beautiful sphinx polychrome book-ends 
stand five inches high and are substantially and 


carefully made. They are all the rage with 


literary folks and make a highly ornamental 
and valuable addition to your home. 


McKINLAY, STONE & MACKENZIE, 


Baflng Oriental 
Adventure—Crowd Each Upon the Other’s Heels 


\ 
REE IF YOU ACT ae 
AT ONCE. 


Just mail the coupon and you get, if satis- 
fied, at a splendid bargain, breathless, 
thrilling stories, in which you explore an 
unsuspected strata of life—an underworld from which 
a yellow menace threatens the very foundations of white 
supremacy. Here white men face torture and death to 
preserve the heritage of the Caucasian race—their amaz- 
ing exploits and hairbreadth escapes hold you spellbound 
throughout the entire 


NEW LOW PRICE TO THOSE WHO ACT NOW 


Through a break in the market at just the psychological 
moment we were able to purchase paper at a price so low 
that we can make you this remarkable offer while the edition 
lasts. And this particular edition is a beautiful and perma- 
nent addition to any bookshelf! These are books to read again 
and again with ever-increasing delight. 


FREE ON APPROVAL 4 


Moreover, they will come to you, for this short time, abso- 
lutely free on approval. Only you must act now. Send 
no money. Just fill in the coupon below. I 4 


New York 


2 BEAUTIFUL BOOK-ENDS 


oval, all charges prepaid, 


& _ pieces of Oriental Mystery, in 
11 handsomely bound cloth vol- 
mes. If after 10 days’ free ex 


quantity on hand of beautiful poly- your ‘special set of “Master- | 
chrome book-ends will be sent, absolutely se 

free, premium, for promptness with the amination I am convinced they 
first orders from this Ad. 

ceived your set for free examination, just ws 
mail you first instalment within ten days 
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Aft r you have re- = the most extraordinary, most fasci 
nating Oriental mystery ‘stories I have 
ever read and are easily worth twice the 

Se price, I will keep the books and send you 
$1.00 promptly and $1.00 a month for only 


we © you are to send me promptly, absolutely 


be delivered to you free—but send ot free, two beautiful polychrome sphinx book-ends 
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Lhe Facts in the Matter 


Which Has to Do With a Great Story 


With a New Idea Hidden In 


REMARKABLE manuscript has 

come into my possession. It is 

the old, old story of a girl pitting 
‘her puny strength against Broadway. 
There is a bit of the lure of the white 
lights-—but best of all there’s a plucky 
fight. Never mind whether she won 
or not. What does that matter? 


As long as she fought a good fight I 
like her. She has told her story in a 
way which makes 


It. 


problem. To be a/ways on guard seems 
unnecessary—but, is itP inclined 
to think that _4/’s invitation is preferable 
to May’s most of the time because it 
erects a natural reserve. 


HIS is the sort of story you can’t 
very well take exception to—-because 
its simple honesty is convincing. I 
want you to read it—then pass it along 
where it will do the most good. It 
begins in the 


you live it all 
with her again. 


It isn’t a ser- 


This is the Editor’s Way of Tell- 
ing You What He’s Thinking 


December issue. 


We’ll have 
some other sur- 


mon. It doesn’t 
spend any time painting morals. 
did we wouldn’t print it. 


If it 


UT one thought is there, more worthy 

of consideration than many a sermon. 

Girls come to New York prepared to 

guard against temptation—when they 
recognize it. 


They do not accept invitations which 
look to be off color. But the facts in 
the matter are that the ‘‘harmless”’ parties 
are the most dangerous of all. 


Jenny wouldn’t accept /’s invitation 
to dinner on slight acquaintance; but if 
May does the inviting what then? 


Here is something which is a real startle you. 
M4 


prises too, sen- 
sational in a way—but most of all what 
seems to be satisfying reading. We have 
been reading for years about this pitting 
one’s strength against Broadway; butafter 
it’s done, if you are beaten, what then? 


HERE is an answer even to that 

question—and the answer is in the 
form of a feature story, also in the De- 
cember issue. 


It gives you a new belief in people to 
read about the steps they have taken to 
help one climb back. 


I want you to read these stories care- 
fully and think about them. They will 
THE Ebiror, 


The Steno Who 
Couldn’t Say 
ES” 


“Fifty a week, PROVIDING—” 
[By R. 


“T’ll never forget that morning when I first 
applied for the position of secretary to Mr. 
Rend,” confessed this clever young girl to 
me. “It was one of the best jobsin the city, 
and I think every girl in the city must have 
been after it. There were ten in the outer 
office that morning, and I had to wait my 
turn. But at last the switchboard girl said 
“Mr. Rend will see you now,’ and motioned 
me into the president’s office, 

“‘My references were good, I’m not lacking 
in looks or personality, either, so I was rather 
hopeful of being the lucky one as he plied me 
with questions—in a quiet but incisive voice 
that I admit thrilled me every time he spoke. 

“*You may report in the morning, at-$50 
a week, providing—’ 

“That providing was followed by a sink- 
ing sensation. For the job was mine ‘pro- 
viding’ I had a typewriter at home, and 
could on occasions type off the special reports 
that sometimes must be ready in the morn- 
ing. I would gladly have done them, as I 
falteringly explained, but—well, I had long 
promised myself a machine of my own, and 
somehow had never saved enough to get one. 

“Order your new machine today,’ said 
Mr. Rend, ‘and don’t worry about the cash 
it willinvolve. Here,’ and he wrote the name 
of a Chicago firm on a slip of paper. “Three 
dollars is all you'll have to send these people, 
and you'll have your typewriter just as quick 
as express travels, Pay the rest by the month, 
and it won’t be much—we don’t pay any 
such fancy price as $100 for our typewriters 
—this company supplies us with rebuilt 
Underwoods at a sensible price, and under 
five year guarantee. Is that good enough for 
you?’ I need not tell youit was! I have my 
Underwood now. I wouldn’t trade it for any 
I’ve ever seen. Furthermore, with a type- 
writer at home, I have made many extra 
dollars doing work for others; I went to 
Yellowstone last summer on that extra 
money, and my next winter’s coat is going 
to come from the same source. I advise any 
girl who wants a fine typewriter for her very 
own, to write the Shipman-Ward Company, 
Chicago, for the same offer they made me.” 


That’s All That Stands Between YOU and the 
Genuine Underwood Typewriter Pictured Here! 


Here’s that Underwood you didn’t think you could 
afford! You needn't pay $100—or anything like it! 
You don’t have to buy it on the chance you're going 
to like it—a full week's thorough test is free for the 
asking! Three dollars and you keepit. Monthly pay- 
ments you'll never feel nor miss—and it’s yours for- 
ever with a five-yeur guarantee. 

Why try to do without a good typewriter when this 
is a typewriting age? Why be content with a second- 
class machine when you can just as eastly own a 
genuine, spirited Underwood? The Shipman-Ward 

lan was made for you; It’s ready to serve you now; 
it offers a convenience and a saving many of the 
largest business houses are not too proud to take! 

If thought of the expense has held you back—get 
your Underwood now! The expressman will bring it 
for your own actual try-out. There'll be nobody at 
hand to urge its purchase; sit down and let it sell itself. 


A New Typewriter Plan 


The Shipman-Ward organization was first to 
realize that the big cost of high-grade typewriters was 
due to the way they were sold. By selling direct, we 
avoid a long round-about of expense, and this saving 
we pass along to you. A re-built Underwood as we re- 
build it is a typewriter at its best. It has the stamina 
that makes possible our five-year guarantee (most 
factories, as you probably know, guarantee for only 
one year). 

We have just put through a new lot of several 
hundred Underwoods. They are beautiful writing 
machines—in sparkling condition—every one stands 
ready for a long life of service—complete with tools, 
cover, book, etc. 


Try One Ten Days, and If You 
Buy It, Pay Like Rent 


Do something about this offer, now. No money is 
wanted, no deposit need be sent, just fillin the coupon 
and mail it. It has been our experience that even a 
large lot of these Underwoods is soon exhausted. If 
you think you might like one from this lot, arrange 


examples and samples of uses 
for your typewriter:in business 


accounts, etc. school work; liter- 
work,etc. Here's the coupon: 


WARD MPs. Co. 
lh to 3828 Shipman Bldg. 
Chicago 


for the trial of one now. At least, get the free type- 


writer book that acquaints you with the Shipman- 


Ward plan and offer! 

If you’ ve ever written on an Underwood, you know 
what it’s like! An experienced operator finds new 
speed and new joy on an Underwood. A typist of 
indifferent ability soon develops good speed on this 
superior machine. And a mere beginner will begin 
right on the Underwood keyboard and — the 
Underwood mechanism. Clip coupon now. 


FREE! 


If you want the best type- 

writer built—and at the 
best price ever made, inthe 
bargain—you'll get ourcat- 
alog that tells how we 

rebuild these wonderful 

Underwood typew-iters in 
the largest factory of its kind 
in the world, and lowest prices 
andtermsinexistence.Wewill 
also include free, the new Type 
Writing Manual—itgives many 


accounts, social correspondence, 
recipes, shopping lists, household 


Please send full offer, with Type Writing Manual 
FREE, prices, terms, etc., 
and full information about 
your FREE course in Touch 
Typewriting. All without 
obligation; this is NOT an 
order. 
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Know his 
Trick? 


—for never letting 
sore throat spoil 
his fun? 


O stay-at-home days 
for this fellow on ac- 
count of sore throat. 

Because he and _ his 
mother have learned how 
to keep sore throat away 
—during the coldest days 
of winter, as well as dur- 
ing those raw flu-days of 
early fall. 

Just a simple precau- 
tion does the trick. And 
that’s the systematic use 
of Listerine, the safe 
antiseptic, as a daily 
mouth-wash and gargle. 

So often it will ward 
off a bad case of sore 
throat and the more seri- 
ous ills that may follow. 

Sore throat is a nui- 
sance —and, usually, it is 
the danger signal of other 
troubles that start with 
throat infections. 

Listerine, the safe an- 
tiseptic, will put you and 
your family on the safe 
side. So do not be without 
it. It has dozens of other 
uses—all described on the 
circular that comes 
wrapped around each 
bottle—Lambert Pharma- 
cal Company, Saint Louis, 


U.S. A. 


| * 
¥ 
4 
i 
Px of ane 
LISTERINE antiseptic I of 
you ov Cc BY 
pas 
16 


“aa 


The Home-Coming 
By HARRY LEE 


The laraway Lands were fair, but, oh, 

I tarried too long for the hominy! 

For no one was waiting to welcome me back, 
When homeward | turned from my roaming. 
I, who had lingered so long away, 

Came back at the twilight, 

When leaves were falling ; 

Came softly, at dusk, 

When the crickets cried: 

Came as a ghost, 

For the winds were calling! 


I dared not enter remembered doors— 
Softly I passed the dear home-places— 
Fearing the dream in my soul would dic, 
Meeting the pity of stranger faces; 

I climbed to the church 

On the pine-dark hill, 

The hill of peace, 

Where my loves were sleeping-- 

The wistful ones 

Who had wanted mc: 

The kindly ones. 

Past care and weeping! 


There, while the timid stars looked down, 
I pondered the promises lightty broken— 
Remembered words I couldn't unsay; 
Words of love that 1 might have spoken. 
The Faraway Lands are fair, but oh, 
Yait not too long 

For the homing. 

Lest no one be waiting 

To welcome you back, 

When, weary. you turn 

From your roaming' 
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When You 


Dr. FRANK 


HEN you are angry with a 

person sit down and write him 

a letter and put into it all the 
bitterness of your heart. Then burn 
it up. 


No one who is human can help 
being angry sometimes. Anger is a 
natural reaction against certain 
wrongs. He would be less of a man 
who would not feel it occasionally. 


But there is a difference between 
being angry and making a perma- 
nent record of that anger. 


N the nature of the case, anger is 
one of those emotions which 
passes, or ought to pass. 


So wait until you are cool and 
your feelings have calmed down 
before you put your sentiments on 


paper. 
Boys draw in their kites when 


they will, but the angry word that is 
once spoken cannot be withdrawn. 


When you are angry you are apt 
to wrong no one more than yourself. 


It is a good plan, therefore, when 
you are all heated up to go into 
your room, shut the door, and take 
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Are Angry 


CRANE 


your feelings out on your reflection in 
the mirror. At least that can dono harm 
and you can rely upon the person to 
whom you have shown your feelings not 
to disclose them. 


A word spoken in anger very often 
would not be repeated in cold blood. 
and you do not want a permanent 
record of it. 


RITING angry letters comes in the 

same category as writing to women. 
It has been said, “Do right and fear 
no man: dont write and fear no 
woman.’ 


There is a story of Newman Hall, the 
celebrated preacher of former times in 
New York. 


Someone had treated him unjustly 
and he sat down and wrote a scorching 
letter to the man. A deacon happened 
to come in and Dr. Hall read the letter 
to him. 


HAT is a good letter,” said the 

deacon. “‘It is so good. in fact, that it 
is literature. Why waste it on this 
man? | would suggest that you pub- 
lish it in book form and call it ‘Go to 
Hell,” by Newman Hall, the author of 
‘Come to Jesus’ 
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Ancient 


HE court-room was hot, suffocatingly hot. Every 

nook and corner was crowded. I glanced about. 

The room was filled for the most part with in- 
quisitive women arid girls, for I, Alice Conners, was 
being tried in the famous Brandeis murder case. In 
this case, there was more than ordinary attraction; not 
only was the murder of James Brandeis a very myste- 
rious one, but 1, the suspected woman, was reported 
beautiful, sad, and apparently innocent. And by no means 
the least of these attractions was Richard Hilton, the 
prosecuting attorney—tall, dark, dynamic, both in ap- 
pearance and voice. Even in my misery, | could see 


how the darkness of his type contrasted vividly with the 
blondness of mine, and his energy with my helplessness, 
for it was plain to all how intensely he hated me. 


Kool 


The Gripping Story of a Woman Whose 
Soul Was Crushed by a Man’s Hatred 


“These women,” he thundered in his final address to 
the jury, “these pretty-pretty, doll-faced types, believe 
they can do with us whatever they wish; that because 
they are pretty and angelic we must, of course, believe 
them innocent of all evil-doing. They are becoming the 
ruination, the disgrace of this country. Many a charm- 
ing face has covered a wanton heart. Consider then. 
and consider well, not the appearance of this woman, but 
the testimony which you have heard, the evil deed which 
has been committed, and the direful necessity of finding 
the guilty person, and of meting out proper punishment. 
She must not be allowed to go free, to wreck other men, 
other homes; to pull down the very foundations of our 
nation.” 


He sat down. The silent room seemed still to quiver 
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to face the 
jury. Already my ears seemed 


! rose rigidly 


jis to burn with the sound of 
the word ‘‘Guilty!’’ There 
was a pause, then— 


for a moment from his ringing tones. longer silence. 

The Judge was charging the jury now, but his voice 
did not carry well enough to reach this particular corner 
of the crowded court-room. 

| sat in the prisoner’s seat, looking dumbly before me, 
Richard Hilton’s words still ringing in my ears. Had I 
heen alone, | would have bowed my head in my hands 
and wept. It was over now, or nearly so, the long, long 


-train, the torture, the accusations, the sneering gaze of 
passers-by, the curious glances of the crowd, some sym- 
pathetic, some jeering, all crucifying. 

All these long and weary weeks, I had grown a shell 
about myself—a shell of indifference, to protect my 
bleeding heart beneath. Even Richard Hilton’s hate, his 
burning accusations had not stirred me. But now it was 
all over. Only the jury must leave, go through the for- 

mality of deliberation, return with their already settled 
conviction of “Guilty,” and the prison gates would 
clang forever behind me. 
| shuddered as though I heard their actual ciang- 
‘ing. There! The Judge had finished, the jury 
was filing out now. Soon someone would lead 
me away to wait, wait for that “Guilty!” After 
that I would be a branded criminal. [ raised 
my head to shrick. I must give vent to this 
surging flood of terror. But suddenly my 
eyes met those of Richard Hilton’s, and my 
mouth, slightly opened for that scream, re- 
mained so. Across that distance we gazed 
at one another, and, for a space, the court- 
room, the restless crowd, even the confining 
walls, melted into nothingness, leaving 
only two beings, entranced. Richard 

Hilton's dark eyes were turned to glow- 

ing coals from the hate he felt; and I 

rose to my feet, benumbed, bewitched, 

terror-stricken, gazed and gazed until [| 

grew rigid. And then, merciful and 

sudden darkness descending, wiping out 
those glittering eyes. | fainted. 


* * * * * 


HE jury brought in a verdict 
of “Not Guilty” because of 
the lack of a motive. 

Among the various letters I re- 
ceived, congratulating me upon my 
release, was one from old Ambrose 
Hilton, Richard Hilton’s uncle. 
You could almost hear his silly 
giggle in its lines. But I did not 
hear it then, not until much later. 
In my present state of nervous col- 
lapse, the latter had seemed to 

come from a heavenly source. 
“My dear,” wrote old Ambrose 
Hilton, “never have I been so pleased 
That youngcockerel, Richard Hilton, who 
thinks he is my esteemed nephew, but 
really is a blackguard, failed to convict you. 
I have always told him he should not have 
been a lawyer. He should have joined me 
and become a stock-broker. I have always 
known it, and always told him so. This failure 
of his has pleased me immensely : I tell him so, 
over and over. I am so pleased I can not keep 
it to myself. He swears you would have been 
convicted had you not been so pretty. Are you 
so very pretty, my dear? Doll-faced, he calls 
vou. I like doll faces. Do come to see me! 
| am very curious. Be assured that I would 
have attendéd the trial, hut for two reasons: 
| was afraid he might win, and I have had an 
unusually bad attack of my heart again. 

“My poor dear child, I am glad that you are free. 
Won't you please an old man’s fancy, and come to see 
me ?” 

| crumpled the letter in my hand, as | stood gazing 
out of the window into the morning sunlight. Old 
Ambrose Hilton! Richard Hilton’s uncle! had 
heard of him, varying reports. Some said he was 4 
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miser, more a devil, a few. perhaps those who knew 
him best, that he was a pathetic old man, pathetic and 
lonely. The letter itself seemed to reflect more than one 
phase of his nature. Those last two lines rang true. 
somehow. An old man... lonely .. . he wanted to 
see me. He was honest enough to admit his curiosity. 
etter at least than these disgusting. overwhelming love 
letters from utter strangers; these erratic proposals of 
marriage. 

No. He was curious. He was an old man. He was 
honest. He was Richard Hilton's uncle. Despite my 
vow to have nothing more to do with men, ever. | 
decided to go. And though | did not admit it even to 
myself, even then, under that decision was a_ faint, 
pathetic hope that in some way this call 
would soften, even slightly. the hate 
Richard Hilton felt toward me 


Y KNEES were trembling as | 

pressed the bell of Ambrose Hil- 
ton’s apartment. The long strain of 
the trial had left me nervous, unusually 
sensitive, and given to unexpected 
weeping. ° At that minute, | regretted 
deeply my decision. | turned from the 
door, half deciding to run away. 

jut at just that moment the door 
swung inward, and a man stood facing 
me, tall and lean. 

“Mr—Mr. Hilton? Mr. Ambrose 
Hilton?” | stammered. 

The man bowed low and_ stepped 
backward. 

“Come in,miss. This is Miss Conner ?”’ 

“Yes.” 

“Mr. Hilton is expecting you. Just 
he seated.” 

He disappeared, and my knees gave 
way promptly. letting me down into a 
deep, comfortable chair. | gazed about. 
The room was attractive, artistic with- 
out being formal, altogether comfort- 
able, and meant for a man. My instinct 
responded to the beauty about me, the 
deep mauves, the silver greys, the black 
and white lines of a fine etching. I ab- 
sorbed all this luxury as a thirsty plant 
absorbs moisture. All my life I had 
longed for rich things, richness of tex- 
ture, of line. of color; all my life I had 
been forced to be content with plain 
things, cheap things, even drab things. 
When at last | had graduated as a 
nurse, | had felt that hfe was opening 
for me. The first year had been filled 
mostly with cross old women and squall- 
ing babies, it is true, but when at last 
| had gone as private nurse to old James 
Brandeis on Crocus Hill, life had seemed 
richer, happier at last, because of my 
material surroundings. Well, that was 
over! And now, of course, no one 
monied, or even respectable, would want 
me for a nurse; for, although the jury 
had brought in a verdict of “Not Guilty,” 
| was nevertheless branded in the public 
eye. And people would be afraid of me, 
afraid of Alice Conner. 

Sudden tears rose to my eyes. | 
struggled to suppress them, but they still 
glittered as | looked up at the approach 
of Ambrose Hilton. He was tall and lean. 


too, as tall and as lean as his valet. although bent 
slightly, leaning on a cane 

“A-ha! Beauty in distress!" he greeted me. 

] sprang to my feet, angrily dashing the tears from 
my eyes. 

“! did not come here to be insulted.” | stormed: “| 
am going—at once.” 

“Tut! Tut! Tut!" Ambrose Hilton fussed over 
fixing a cushion in a chair, his back toward me. “Sit 
down, my dear. Sit down. Damn that old Petronius . 
he never will learn how to fix pillows!” 

Pettishly he threw the cushion to the floor, and gave 
it a vicious kick. 


Training was stronger than convention. than anger. 


For a minute my heart hurt worse than Ambrose Hilton's 


even. I sprang at once toward the chair, picked up 
the pillow, patted in, and stuffed it behind Ambrose 
Hilton’s back. 

“Ah, that’s better.” 
have a knack, my dear. a knack. 
wasted.” 

| sank back into my chair. subdued, my eves down- 
cast, striving to keep back the ever ready tears. 


He settled with a sigh. “You 
Pity it must be 


ORGIVE an old man,” he said, in a tone that was 

surprisingly tender, but when | !ooked up quickly, 
craving a little sympathy, a little understanding, | was 
met only with the same facetious smile. “Ah, ves. | am 
old: it is not necessary for vou te deny it. | am not se 
lucky as Nero.” 

“] was not going to deny it.” | said gravely. “but | 
cannot see in what way you consider Nero —fortunate ~ 


Amy Fulton’ I/ almost spoke the name aloud 


It was his turn to look at me quickly, surprise show 
ing for a fleeting glimpse in his deep set grev eves 

“You know—Nero?” 

“I know of him,” | smiled faintly. 

“Do you know, then, what a conceited pup he was. 
how eagerly he lapped up all flattery, how readily he 
believed himself nnghty, the little puppet ?” 

“Even so—” the conversation had indeed taken a 
strange turn-—“] can scarcely see what Nero has to do 
with—us.” 

“No. perhaps not. Only it is a fancy of mine to com 
pare our present day men, old men, not all, mind vou, 
but myself for instance, with that Ancient Fool ° 

| smiled, started to speak, stopped. 

“Well, well, say it,” snapped Ambrose Hilton irritably 

1 could feel the color mounting in my cheeks. Never 
theless | spoke. 

“] visited an insane asylum once, when | was in train 
ing. There were a good many Neros—there.” 

Ambrose Hilton got up and stamped around the room 
Finally he paused before me. 

“Young woman,” he began, irritably, then finished. 
rather lamely, “no wonder my nephew hated you.” 

| dropped my eyes to hide the sudden pain 
in theni. 

“Do you hate him, also?” Ambrose Hilton 
was curious. 

“Yes."" My tone was very low. 

“And yet you came here? Why?” 

“Because—oh, Mr. Hilton, | don't suppose 
you would understand, but of all the letters | 
received, horrid letters of love, beastly things, 
of congratulations—why should 1 be con- 
gratulated on what is my right? They have 
taken away my livelihood, and now they con 
gratulate me!”’ I broke down against 
my will and sobbed. 

“Yes.—yes. You were saying 
that of all the ——” 

I dabbed at my eyes, tried to regain 
my composure, and went on more 
calmly : 

“of all these, yours alone was 
honest. At least, you wanted to see 
what I looked like, and said so. Oh, 
it’s beastly to -be only an object of 
curiosity.” My tones grew tense 


again. “Dut it isn't so bad when they 
admit it openly. And then, the last 
part of your letter--oh-—! don't 
know—it seemed kind—— 


“At least, that you have seen me 
you're disappointed ?” Ambrose 
Ililton leaned forward eagerly 

I looked at him steadily. 

“At least. I will pay you the com- 
pliment of being honest in return. 
Yes, | am disappointed—greatly.” 

Ambrose Hilton sank back into a 
chair. and remained for a long time 
silent and thoughtful. I decided this” 
perhaps was my cue for dismissal. | 
gathered up my bag and gloves to 
leave. But he stayed me with a ges- 
ture of kis hand. 

“Not yet. I have a proposal to 
make to you.” 

I shrank back in disgust. 

He glanced at me quickly. 

“Not that kind. Don't be so sensi 
tive. You spoke just now of being 
without means [Turn to page 
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“Don't you think 

you might have 

given me the benefit 

of the doubt and not 

run away the way 
you did?’’ 


in my ears. “Home, home, home at last!” they 

cried, and my heart, bursting with joy that was 
almost pain, echoed the song they sang. It was good 
to be home, though from home, which was England, I 
had fled three years ago, glad to get away. 

Three years! I put the thought from my mind. That 
was a long time ago. Life was desolate then, and there 
seemed no hope. But now | was hack, and all the happi- 
ness of the returned exile was mine. I refused to have 
it otherwise. The eyes which | turned occasionally on 
my traveling companions—those who had also shared 
ship life with me—were brimming with joy. 

“(lad to be back, Miss Armstrong?” asked Colonel 
stanley. he of the Indian Army who with his wife had 
en most kind to me on the boat which | had joined at 
\den. 

“Ch, Colonel Stanley,”” [| cried enthusiastically, “if 
vou only knew!” 

\irs. Stanley, a sweet-faced, tired-looking woman, 
smiled sympathetically. She remembered her first fur- 
lough. “The loveliest thing about being stationed in a 


Tin pounding wheels of the train beat a refrain 


place like India is the coming home,” she said quietly, 
not realizing the unoriginality of the remark. 


“You—You ve 
From Me. But 
You're 
the Little Hap- 
Left—and 
More a Year” 


Dear, kind woman! She, too, 
had had her first home-coming. 
Only she had returned happily to 
her own people and a wonderful old 
Georgian house in Yorkshire, which 
had harbored her family from time 
immemorial. There was a welcome 
awaiting her. What was in store 
for me I did not know .. . I was 
alone in the world ... I had no 
home. . 

I had sworn to myself that the 
past was past. Yet it had a habit 
of obtruding itself on me. I could 
not forget. I fell to wondering if it 
had been wise of me after all to come home. Memories 
were so poignant, awakened as they were by old familiar 
sights and the smell of the fresh loam. 

| think, though, at that time | would have welcomed 
departure for anywhere as long as it was away from all 
| had known. My one desire was to bury myself, to hide 
myself from the eyes of those who sympathized and 
pitied. For I could stand neither pity nor. sympathy. 
In spite of all that had happened | was still proud. My 
pride was all that was left to me of my old life and my 
old ways. 

| had been very happy as a girl. I was an only child 
and the idol of my widowed father whose ambition in 
life was to make me happy and give me everything my 
heart could desire. Poor Dad! He was weak. deplor- 
ably weak, but there never breathed a kinder or more 
devoted parent. He sent me to good schools, including a 
finishing one on the continent from which I| returned when 
| was eighteen years old. Thereafter, | ruled his domain 
and him with a free hand. He delighted in having me 
“boss” him, and anything | demanded of him, were it a 
motor car or a new frock, was instantly delivered to me. 

Dad was wealthy. He had a good appointment “in 
the city,” hut he made a lot of money on the stock 
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Taken Him 
He’ s_—He’s Mine. 
bing Me of 
piness I Have 
Can't Live 


She Was Saying. 


exchange. That little I knew. 
When I found him worried | 
concluded that he had had a 
bad day. I was not troubled. 
[ knew the next would find 
him smiling. But there came 
a time when the frown did not 
disappear from his face and 
the worried lines deepened in 
his brow. He would tell me 
nothing, only kiss me gently 
and lingeringly. 
to like to have me near him as 
often as possible. Then, one 
day, the blow . . 

| can never think of that time without a shudder. 
Father kissed me good-by and entered the motor as usual 
to be driven to the city. As the car turned at the end 
of the drive he turned back and waved to me as he had 
always waved until he was out of sight. I never saw 
him again." Noontime brought me a visitor, a pale and 
frightened young man from the office, to tell me haltingly 
that my father was hurt; then, when I had recovered 
from the shock, that he was dead; and lastly, that 
he had shot himself! My dad, my good kind dad had died 
by his own hand! I could not believe. But it was 
true. Father had committed suicide because he could 
not face exposure. Caught on the stock-market, he had 
used funds which did not belong 
to him m a desperate effort to 


He seemed 


“What do you want me todo?” ‘‘Goaway. I want you to leave him alone. 


You have intrigued him—’’ 


there were many of my so-called friends who cut me 
dead. Besides, I was no longer the fortunate and pam- 
pered daughter of a rich and respected man. I was the 
penniless offspring of a thief . . . How I lived through 
those days I will never know. I was numbed with grief 
and pain and humiliation. I felt I was being pointed at 
and that jeers and taunts followed me wherever I went. 
Yet this was preferable to pity and sympathy, particularly 
when it was learned that Clarence Payne and 1] had 
broken off our engagement. 

I don’t blame Clarence. He was a nice but spineless 
boy. I don't suppose I had ever really loved him. Ours 
had been a boy and girl affair. I could hardly have 

expected him to wish to marry me 
under the circumstances. Only he 


cover his losses and in the hope of I 
winning. Luck was against him. 
With discovery imminent, he had 
hlown his brains out . . . 


HERE was a frightful scan- 
dal, ot course, and in the back- 
wash | was submerged. Though 
sulltless myself of all wrongdoing, 


maimed!”’ 


‘“*A cripple like you!” 
I cried. “A cripple! If 
_you’re a cripple then every 
angel in God’s heaven is 


was very crude in the way he ap- 
proached me about being released 
from his promise. That hurt .. . 
But fortunately I did not have 
time to brood—much. There was 
my living to be earned. I had to 
find employment. | who had been 
educated to nothing useful. At 
nineteen | had to begin making 
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my own way; my lily-white hands must become useful. 

‘| didn’t know what to do, and | shivered at the thought 
of becoming a “working girl” where formerly | had been 
féted and sought after. | did not want to find employ- 
ment in London. I suppose it was foolish. But at the 
age | was then, a girl is not a monument of sense. | 
wanted to get away, anywhere. [| did not want to stay 
in England. The island seemed too small for me to hide 
myself from all those who had known me in the old 
happy days. And then came my chance through an old 
friend of my father’s: a courteous gentleman of the old 
school, and himself an old man. 

“Julie, my dear,”’ he said one evening when he came 
to call on me, “I deplore your wish to get away from 
England, but I can understand. 
I have been .thinking of ways 
1 could help, but an old man, 
my dear, is not much use in 
this advanced day and age. | 
have an acquaintance, a Mr. 
Pardon. I have done him some 
favors. He is partner in a 
firm which maintains an office 
in Aden, Arabia. I have taken 
the liberty of speaking to him. 
If you wish you could go out 
there,expenses paid and all that 
sort of thing, and work in that 
office. The salary would be 
enough for your needs .. . 
He looked away. “Aden, they 
tell me, is the last piace God 
ever made. An awful hole. 
Hot and—and enervating-—” 


H, MR. BRAGDON!” I 
cried, wakened for the 
first time out of the lethargy 
into which I had sunk. “Aden! 
The last place in the world! 
Why, that is the place for me!” 

And so it was arranged. | 
sailed less than two weeks later, 
with a three-year contract in my 
trunk, and the wish to forget in 
my heart... Three years be- 
fore. And now I was home. 
Back. Back to what? Mr. Brag- 
don was dead. i had cut myself 
off from all old friends and acquain- 
tances. I was a fool... 

Colonel Stanley's voice broke in on 
my thoughts. “Well, Miss Armstrong, 
we're almost there. Gad! But it’s good 
to he at home again.” 

The train pulled into the station. | 
climbed into a taxi and gave an address, 
that of a cheap but comfortable hotel 
not far from Piccadilly. As it drove off, 
Colonel and Mrs. Stanley waved to me. 
Again involuntary tears started to my 
eyes. I felt more alone than I had ever 
been in my life, even that first night in 
Aden after I had said good-night to the 
office manager and his wife and had 
gone to the privacy of my own room 
And this was home! 


But youth is ever optimistic. My tears dried them- 


selves as, fascinated by the crowds and the street lights 
and the traffic and the hum of voices in a familiar tongue, 
| was driven swiftly to my hotel. 

I went to bed early. 


| was tired—too tired to sleep. 


I arose early and dressed carefully. | had a call to 
make at the office of my employers and to see M1 
Pardon himself. Then I would be free to enjoy m 
“leave.” 

Mr. Pardon was very dear. “Miss Armstrong, we've 
been very well satisfied with your work. I hope you will 
be willing to return to Aden for us, at a substantial 
increase in salary, of course. When your leave is up. 
you—— 

“Thank you,” | replied. 
But you know what Aden is. 
as I live!” 

He smiied. 
yet. There's 


“] appreciate that very much 
I'll never go back as long 


“Well, think it over. You may want to 
something about the Orient that gets into 
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men’s blood—a lure, as it were. It calls them incessantly. 
The lure may be there for you. Enjoy yourself now in 
England. But when your six months is up——” He 
stopped and gestured with an expressive hand. 

1 tumbled out of his office. Nothing would ever per- 
suade me to return to that broiling spit of land ; nothing 
in this world! I was home. now. Home I would stay. 
Mr. Pardon might have a job for me in the London 
office. If not, there were other concerns. The scandal 
attached to the name of Armstrong was forgotten . . . 

London was lonely. Desperately [ sought out the 
Stanleys, who had repeatedly on the voyage home invited 
me to visit them in Yorkshire. 

“Come up at once, my dear.”’ said Mrs. Stanley over 


the telephone. ‘The Colonel and | will love having you 
as long as you can stay, and my mother has long been 
wishing to meet you.” 

1 cried as | hung the receiver up. They were su 
sweet, those two whom I had met only because | had 
happened to be a passenger on the same boat. And | 
was pitifully without friends .. . 


HE house was a lovely old rambling place in a park 
of many acres. I was met at the station by the 
Colonel himself who drove me in a roadster to his 
mother-in-law’s home. Mrs. Stanley, apprised by the 
hum of the wheels on the long gravel driveway, was at 
the door to meet me. There was a royal welcome. And 
peace, and happiness, and surcease after three years . . . 
I can never forget their kindness to me, kindness which 
might not have been remarkable had | been a daughter 
of one of those who occupied great old places near theirs. 
But I was a stranger and—an office girl. Even old Mrs 
Mainwaring—Mrs. Stanley's mother—took me into her 
old aristocratic heart .. . 
There was tennis, and clock golf, and archery, and 


“ even croquet played on a lawn that had known the feet 


of royalty in bygone days. And there were dances 
and dinner parties and young clean-cut men who 
did me the honor of seeming to think | was 
attractive. There was all that the heart of a 
girl could desire. But deep down in my soul 
was the scar that time had not been able to 

heal. 


T WAS foolish of me to have felt 
that my father’s disgrace had 
branded me. But I could not help it. 
It was with me always. It was present 
particularly the night I sat on the 
carved stone bench under the ancient 
cedars on the soft lawn with Gerald 

King. 

That night was a night made for 
lovers and for love. Gerald had 
motored over for dinner informally 
with the Stanleys. He was the son 
of an old friend of the Colonel, who 

had died in India some years before. 

And he was a fine, lean, bronzed 

specimen of a man. His eyes were 

honest and merry for all the tragedy 
they had gazed upon in the eventful 
years of 1914 to 1918. A limp empty 
sleeve bore mute testimony to the 
fact that he had served in those grim 
days. But on his lips there was 
always a jest, and despite the empty 
sleeve he could play tennis with the 
best of them, and even swim. Proud, he 
was without conceit, and he knew the way 
to win the heart of a girl. 

He had lived as men lived, and to 
quote his own words, uttered deprecat- 
ingly : He was no “plaster saint.” No, he 
was no “saint,” Gerald, but there is many 
a saint in Heaven who would have been 
glad to have been him. 

I loved him. From the first moment 
I gazed in his eyes and my fingers sur- 
rended willingly to the pressure of his 
own I knew that there never had been 

and that there never would be any other man in the 
world for me. Clarence? Why, Clarence was only— 

but I could not have said. All I knew was I was glad, 
glad, glad, that Clarence and | had come to the parting 
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of our ways ... | trembled at the thought of having 
married him and then to have met Gerald. 

tle came to see me often. I know it was I who was 
responsible for his frequert visits to the old house. The 
Colonel knew it too, and would gently twit me about it 
after dinner as he sipped a glass of rare old port till Mrs. 
Stanley would rally to my side with: “Charles, you 
mustn't tease Julie.”” As though I minded being teased! 

But | was afraid that Gerald didn't care for me—the 
way | wanted him to—and yet feared to have him. For 
| .knew that if he did | would have to tell him about my 
father and everything, and that perhaps fhen—— 


ND that is why that on that magic moonlight night 

on the stone bench I was sad and troubled when I 
should have been happy beyond words. For Gerald had 
slipped his arm about my waist—having deliberately 
maneuvered until he had seated himself on the left side 
of me—and pressing me close to him had told me that 
he loved me and wanted me to be his wife, “—if an 
adorable wonderful creature like you would be willing to 
tie herself up forever to a 
cripple like myself.” 


*Then—then—kiss me, dear, again, again, sweetheart !”’ 

His head bent down but his lips did not crush them- 
selves against mine. - Instead, he just pressed his cheek 
against my cheek, and the arm which had encircled my 
waist released itself while his fingers sought my own. 

“Oh, dear, my dear,”” he said huskily. “You are so 
wonderful and so good. You play the game. And you 
come to me playing fair. It is I who feels ashamed. | 
have been the fool. At—at present | am entangled with 
another girl, though I have not seen her since | met you. 
Silly sort of romance it- was. I don’t think she really 
cares for me. I know she doesn't. She's running 
around with other men. She—she’s an actress. I don’t 
care for her. I'll tell her everything is off. She’s in 
London. I'll run down to see her. If—if—after this— 
you still——” 

“You—-you don't love her, Gerald 

“I never loved her—dear.” 

“And you're sure——” 

“I'm sure she will not care——” 

“Then, Jerry, my Jerry, kiss me.” 

The wind in the cedars 
sighed happily and a cloud 


>” 


“A cripple like you!” | 
cried. “A cripple! If you're 
a cripple then every angel in 
God's heaven is maimed 

He bent down and kissed 
me. “Foolish little adora- 
blest,’’ he breathed softly be- story. 
fore his lips met mine. “Tell 
me that you love me, and that 
you will be mine, my little 
wife for always.” 

“Oh, Gerald!” I sobbed 
suddenly as the tears came. 
“You dont know. You 
don't know—about me.” 

And there in the moonlight, 
with the wind sighing softly 
through the grave old cedars, 
and his arm about me, and 
his cheek, rough for all its 
careful shaving, pressed close 
against my own, | unbur- 
dened my soul. “I had to let 
you know,” [ said when I[ 
had concluded. “I had to, so 
that—if you wished—I want 


Mosgrin’s Dog 


This is a.different kind of a dog 
It will thrill you through 
and through. The author assures 
us that it is true--and that he actu- 
ally experienced the adventure which 
he relates so interestingly in the 
December Smart 


We are still searching the four 
corners of the earth for stories. 
This one happened in Ireland. And 
now that you and I have begun to 
understand each-other we are daring 
into strange, new fields each month. had.”” And Colonel Stanley, 
How do you like the stories? 


obscured the moon. . . 

We went in later to Colonel 
and Mrs. Stanley and told 
them our great news. Mrs. 
Stanley kissed me and shook 
Gerald’s hand. But the 
Colonel danced around in a 
way that would have shocked 
him to death had he been 
able to see himself, and gave 
a whoop that would have 
delighted the hearts of his 
Indian warriors. Then seiz- 
ing Gerald's hand he slapped 
him on the back. “‘Dammit,”’ 
he cried, forgetting in his 
excitement he was swearing, 
“the best lad in the world and 
the best girl!’ He came 
over tome. “Forgive me, my 
dear; you’re like a daughter 
—like the daughter we never 


the martinet, the strict dis- 
ciplinarian of the parade 
ground, kissed me on the 


| want—oh, Gerald I want 
to play fair.” 

For a moment | feared he was going to push me from 
him. for he was silent and gazing straight in front of 
him and his foot was nervously rubbing the mossy grass. 
\nd jn that moment I wished | had not spoken and that 
| had reached blindly after the happiness he had placed 
in my hands. Then his arm suddenly tightened about 
me, and his laughter-loving eyes, suddenly dewy and 
shining, looked into mine. 

“You wanted to play fair, little sweetheart? God! 
What a woman you are! You love me? Tell me that.” 

“Dear. You know it. It is | who is wondering if 
vou love me.” 

‘tT? Love you? Oh, Julie, Julie! I've dreamed of 
‘ou and worshiped you since that first night we met. 
lhe wondering if | could ever he worthy of you has 
heen torture. | never realized before what a poor sort the 
iverage man is. 

“Then—then everything is all right?” What inane 
phrases we use in times of emotion! 

“COf course! Why should anything your father did— 
ind who am | to judge him ?—ever be held against you?” 


forehead, and wiped his eyes 
to hide unBritishlike tears. 

The next few days were like a wonderful dream. | 
cannot describe them. Gerald was delaying his departure 
about going to London to see the girl whose name 
strangely enough I had not asked him. And I was not 
loath to delay him. He had told me he did not love her. 
And had not I also heen engaged to a man whom | found 
| did not love? But I should have forced him to go. Be- 
fore he departed Mrs. Stanley camé to me very per- 
turbed. 

“The Colonel has orders to return to India sooner than 
we had expected, my dear. I'm very sorry, but that’s the 
penalty of being in the army. And now he and I have to 
go away to visit some persistent relatives in Scotland. 
But my mother hopes that after we have gone you will 
continue to stay on here. Both she and I, and, of course, 
the Colonel, want you to consider this. place as home 
until vour marriage.” 

{ allowed her to persuade me—it did not take much— 
and that night I wrote a nice little note to Mr. Pardon 
telling him he was at liberty to fill the position he was 
holding open for me... [Turn to page 117] 
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She Makes You 
Think of an 
Easter Lily, 

so Prim and 
Gracious, 

With That 
Knowing 

Little Nod 

to Each 

Bloom, but 

This Story 

Has to Do 
With Another Flower 


the wall of her room when she was sixteen and 
attending boarding-school—along with a lot of 
But the girls all 
admired Dane the most extravagantly. He was quite a 
decently hinged youngster for sixteen—never seemed to 
have trouble about keeping his hair or feet in place, or 


L INDA PAGE had a picture of Dane Aubrey on 


others so it wouldn't be conspicuous. 


in knowing what to do with his long body. And when 
Linda was home he always rung her doorbell a satis- 
factory number of times. True, it was generally to 
pour into her ear all his minor troubles and major love 
affairs.. Linda grew quite used to his ravings about the 
newest and prettiest girl in town. She would turn a 
calm and speculative eye upon his adorable brown head 
and help him think up high-explosive adjectives with 
which to describe these girls. 

It was not until just before she went away to college 
that he seemed to view her in a different light. He had 
been raving about a girl, as usual ; and afterward he had 
reached over and taken Linda's hand. 

“Not even a little bit jealous, old pal? Gee, Linda, 
your hair is peachy fixed that way. Do you know— 
your eyes just match your hair, exactly———” and so on, 
using his own adjectives very glibly. 

It made Linda’s heart doa double-back somersault. She 
hadn’t thought she cared that much. But she said to 
herself, “It’s a joke; it doesn’t mean anything. There 


I could just imagine the way 
Linda felt—proud, calm, al- 
most self-sufficient again. 


are too many others for him to love only me.” 

And to him: “Of course I’m not jealous, silly. 1] 
want you to tell me about all the pretty girls forever 
and ever, until I can write a book about them . . .” 

But he brought over a brand new photo of himself, 
all a shadowy brown; a photo to sigh and dream over, 
and Linda hugged it and wistfully wrapped it in a silk 
scarf before she packed it in the bottom of her trunk. 

Dane kissed her dutifully and affectionately at the 
station. She had clung to him a little and said, “Oh, 
Dane!” in a trembly way, at the thought of leaving him. 
And he looked a bit troubled and stooped and kissed 
her again, but not in the way that would have sent her 
off happy. 


HE would never be more than “Pal,” she reflected ; 
a sort of useful sister. 

Before she was through college she thought very 
seriously about Dane, and had to admit that he would 
make a very unstable husband. 

He was not a flirt in the accepted sense of the word. 
His touch was not light enough, as one might say. 

His every affair was tremendously vital. Yet he could 
whisper the sweetest nonsense into the ear of a Waning 
Light, as his eye rested more and more warmly on a 
Rising Star. 

Linda knew he would be a model husband for a while. 
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Then--zipp-bang-bing—he'd be off after a new pair of 
eyes with all his old meteoric flash and brilliance. 

But she knew also that if she had the chance she 
would thankfully grasp those few years of heaven. I 
didn't know then that she had it all doped out like that. 
Folks called Linda Page a remarkably sensible, capable 
girl. She was tall and fair, with a calm, intelligent look 
that was given an interesting sparkle by her eyes. Nice 
eyes, hazel, with an odd way of laughing all by them- 
selves. 

She was not overwhelmingly popular with men. They 
seldom looked at her twice on the street. but if one hap- 
pened to dance a couple of times with her, or sit a while 
talking, he found himself asking if he could call. 

She made me think of an Easter lily. They have such 
a good solid stalk and they last so well ; new bids opening 
off and on for a week at least. And then the odor of 
them—delicate, and yet it tingles. Why, if I get a whiff 
of something prettily sweet on 
a dull day in winter, my mind 
flashes back to the elegance of 
last Faster’s lilies—prim and 
gracious, with that knowing 
little nod to each bloom, re- 
memberingly sweet — well, 
that’s Linda. 

She jogged along through 
college—just steady paddling 
no splashes. Her vacations 
must have been. torture: Dane 
dashing in and out, and Linda 
trying to keep so much love 
folded neatly in one small 
heart. She did not pine away 
nor moan in the twilight. She 
went on in her beautiful, sen- 
sible way. Everyone said she 
was much better looking than 
she used to be. Indeed, she 
seemed very happy that sum- 
mer after her graduation. She 
helped Jean Ludlow with her 
tea-room and gift-shop, and 
was delighted with the work 

Then, without one teeny 
word of warning, she and 
Dane were married the last day 
of August. He was doing very 
well in his father’s business— 
they manufactured furniture 

It looked to me as if she had 
caught him on the rebound. 
although to the general public 
it seemed but the culmination 
of a boy and girl affair. But 
he had been rushing a girl over 
at Denlyville—been pretty torn 
up over her. More so than 
usual. He went to call one 
evening and found she had 
run away to marry another 
fellow. I think it took a ragged 
chunk out of his pride, mostly. 

My, they were happy! I 
wish there was some way to 
say it bigger and _ stronger. 
Happy seems such a diddling 
sort of a word to apply to 
Linda and Dane Aubrey. 

They went to housekeeping 
in a roomy brown bungalow 
that Linda made into a thing 
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of beauty. I always went there when I was particularly 
tired. It fairly sang me to sleep. Delicious spots of 
color to keep ene from tiring of monotones; pieces of 
furniture arranged so that they melted into something 
not unlike a poem; and there was Linda. She would 
just look at me and know if a tired, cross, old-maid 
school-teacher wanted to be laughed at and cheered up, 
or if she wanted to be left alone to soak up peace on 
earth. 


GREEDILY stayed many an evening to see him come 

home and greet her. I always left with that heavenly 
feeling that I am reduced to when the hero takes the 
heroine into his arms so beautifully on the last page of 
a properly written novel. 

Dane would rush in and sling his hat with atrocious 
aim at any convenient furniture and call, “Sweetheart!” 

It was perfect. It was milk and honey. It was a sym- 


“‘What have 
you done 
with that 
delicious 
Dane?”’ 


“Iwo nder.”’ 
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phony in mauve and silver. Yes, you’d rave too, if 
you'd ever heard him. He would always be the perfect 
lover—to some woman ... Then we’d have supper. 
Linda preferred to do her own cooking, and she did it 
with her own special sort of perfectness. Then I'd say, 
like the sentimental old fool I am, “I never go to the 
movies any more since you two got married. This is a 
perpetual love story.” 

Linda would pretend to frown dreadfully at me and 
Dane would lean over and try to tweak my nose... 

Time went on. Linda had two children: Dane, Junior, 
a husky replica of his father; Muriel, a winsome dark- 
eyed daughter. 

I was away teaching in another city for a few years 
and was not sorry when I was asked to come back to 
Hillsdale and sit in a principal’s chair. Again I dropped 
in at the brown bungalow. But things had changed. 
Dane was still the perfect lover, but to some other woman 


now. He was charming to his family. Dane Jr. was 
six now, and Muriel four. Lovely children. And I’m 
darned if those darlings didn't know as well as their 
mother about leaving me alone when I was tired and 
crabbed . . . Dane would take Muriel by the hand and 
say, “I guess we'll play in the yard now. You left your 
dolls out there and they will be lonesome . . .” And he 
would lead her out as if he were thirty, peeping back for 
a final grin at me. He adored the marshmallow taffy 
I brought. 


beautiful woman. She was a whole field of Easter 
lilies now. And Dane, instead of eagerly scanning the 
added magnificence, had grown weary of the lily aspect 
and was about to find that thorns accompanied every 
Red Rose. 

On every side their friends expostulated about and 
eulogized the ideal family. The Aubreys were 
pointed out as Rock of Gibraltar evidence of per- 
fect married life. And so it seemed .. . 

About this time I overheard a conversation be- 
tween a woman and man of undoubted intelligence 
and refinement. At a reception. A dull affair. 
Any amount of time to exhaust any or all subjects. 

“Well, I don’t know,” the gentleman said. - “It 
all hinges on that, of course. But how is one to 
know if a married couple is happy or not?” 

Happy or not! Those last words buried them- 
selves deep in my brain. Yes, oh yes! It all 
did hinge on that. And how was one to know 
unless one almost lived with a family as I did 
with the Aubreys! 

Most certainly, thought I, there must be differ- 
ent kinds of happiness, too. And what one 
couple would enjoy under that classification would 
not satisfy two other joined people. That was 
the word that was worn to a rag in connection 
with the Aubreys. Happy! They were so thunder- 
ingly happy. that word be. I would rout it 
out of a school composition with blood in my eye, 
but this is blowing off steam for me, and I do not 
propose to let one iota of my enjoyment be 
marred by remarks as to the pattern of my steam 
as it rises . . 


Bees AUBREY was not happy. Her hus- 
band was not happy. Their life had turned 
into an empty shell ; the shell kept turned right side 
out, polished and shining for the children and the 
world to see. It was a beautiful shell. Such a 
good imitation that the pity of it rubbed my soft 
heart between two rasps. 

Dane stayed away so many evenings now. And 
there came a Saturday night when he tele- 
phoned .. . 

“. . Oh, Linda. Mind if I run up to Phil 
Dyers over Sunday? Business to talk over— 
couple of important men to meet—good chance 


| Be DA—well, Linda had developed into a remarkably 


forme...” 

Aad “Ye... Yo; Dene. 
course ... Perfectly all right... Yes.. 
Have a good time. ‘By .. .” 


She came away from the phone and strayed into 
the living-room like a launch that’s run out of 
gasoline. She sat down and mechanically took up 
her embroidery—she did exquisite things for 
Muriel—and didn’t say anything for a while. We 
always had the best silences, she and I. But this 
was a horrid, uncomfortable kind of silence. It 
scratched one’s skin and made one’s throat dry 
I began to talk about town [Turn to page 95) 
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“Carrots and I—my 
husband’s real name, 
the one he signs on 
checks, is Mansfeld, 
which 1s much too 
dignified for a red- 
haired man who 
has two dimples— 


well,’ — 


Over 


the 


Oh, what a tangled web we weave, 
When first we practise to deceive! 


7 ™STERDAY was my birthday, and among my 
presents from Carrots was a funny little picture 
frame holding a cheap postal card, on which was 

printed the above verse. To make it more compelling 

there were wreaths of forget-me-nots twined all around 
the border. As though I would forget! 

“Do you mind, honey?” asked Carrots anxiously, after 
| had groaned over the gift. “Is it just a little joke?” 

“Do | mind? Carrots Durand, do you know where 
that picture is going to roost? Come, and I'll show you.” 

Dragging him by the hand up to our bedroom, I cere- 
moniously placed the reminder of my fall irom grace 
upon the bedside table where my eyes are sure to rest 
upon it every single morning, until that inevitable one 
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when I'll say, “Enough of you!” and consign it to a fiery 
burial. 

Carrots and I—my husband's real name, the name he 
signs on checks, is Mansfield, which is much too dignified 
for a red-haired man who has two dimples—well, Carrots 
and I were meandering along in our peaceful second year 
of married life when the Whites bought the house next 


to us. You know how it is in a suburb. You know 
everyone so well. I don’t deny that it was kind of 
thrilling at first to think about two entirely new people, 
who hadn't gone to school with us—Carrots and I had 
been in kindergarten together—and to dwell upon the 
delights of getting acquainted. 

The house had been completed only about a month 
when they bought it, and the agent told Carrots that he 
had sold it te a peach of a young couple who were moving 
out from Chicago. 


“‘My dear friends, one and aii!'' Carrots began his oration 


I called Bertha right up to tell her, Bertha being one of 
my most intimate friends, and she was rather apprehen- 
sive. “I’ve seen em from Chicago before,” she worried. 
“They will probably high-hat us for having nothing 
hetter to offer in the way of excitement than our Country 
Club and Milwaukee.” 


upon further conversation I discovered that 
Rertha’s maid had given notice that morning, so I 
lightly ignored her pessimism. Why, if Carrie so much 
as looks disgusted after she breaks a dish from my 
["nglish china-set, I feel fluttery and have all I can do to 
keep from apologizing for having such breakable china- 
ware. 

Chicago was rather impressive, I admit, and I carefully 


waited a correct length of time before puttmg on my 
new brown afternoon suit and going im to call. And my 
word, was I glad that I had waited! 

Her maid wore black taffeta—I had a vision of keeping 
fat Carrie in black taffeta afternoons; anyway, she has 
too much to do, poor dear—and Mrs. White, her full 
name was Mrs. Robert Langdon White, kept me waiting 
as long as she dared before she came down in her Irish 
green frock that had Michigan Boulevard simply written 
on it from hem to neck. 

That night at dinner | talked so fast that I could 
scarcely spare time to eat. “Uh—huh! A grand piano 
and orientals! I don’t know if they're real or not. And 
Karpen furniture that would melt in your mouth. Oh, 
dear...” [ looked around at my own chaste Sheraton 
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dining-room, then down at the 


simple gray rug. “I wonder 
how she'll like us?” 
Carrots grinned. “Ret she 


hasn't got anything on a certain 


“Carrots,” I managed to whisper 
in an agony of fear, “have we got 
enough money?” 


concluded that I preferred cedar 
trees for the lawn, knowing that 
my husband nearly committed 
robbery every time he passed the 
darling things parked on other 
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person not so far away for . : : lawns. So that’s the way it 
looks e exchanged looks of mute went. 
It really is comforting to misery. Ethel—I grew to call her tha: 


have Carrots for a husband. He 
is awfully * prejudiced in my 
favor. 

_ “Maybe she isn’t so awfully 
good looking," I conceded, “but, 
oh my, her style!” That was 
it. She had something that 
living all your life in placid 


“Ves,” he hissed, “I've got my 
whole month's salary.” 
“Oh, Lord,” I murmured, “let 
him have some left—enough to pay the 
Carrie and the laundry. 


gradually, and she called me 
Beth, my real name _ being 
Bethune, shortened to Buzzy by 
my close friends and Beth by 
intermediaté ones, but | 
didn't encourage Ethel to call 
me Buzz—well. she couldn't 
ever sympathize with anyone 


Elmdale doesn't give you. 


F COURSE we were hound to get better acquainted 

with our neighbors, the Whites. The spring was 
coming on, and Carrets ard J used to rush out into the 
gerden the verv first thing after dinner at nieht, to poke 
around and see what was coming up. Mr. Robert White 
ceme out often and we sort of exchanged over-the-fence 
confidences. But he could never stay long because Mrs. 
White soon called him in and in a little while we'd see 
them start off for the city. A movie, or dancing! Mrs. 
White was apt to get so bored after a whole day of 
Elmdale! 

In a way | understood why. She was not in tune with 
us. She was used to so much faster living: apartment 
life, for one thing. He had begged her to consider living 
in a suburb and in a house. It was very plain that she 
had little use for either. 

It was all so different with us. Carrots and I had to 
sacrifice so much to have our own home that it grew 
dearer and dearer in our eyes. Our house was the star 
by which we steered our course. There was the monthly 
payments, the incidentals—and speaking of incidentals, 
| give you my word that whenever a pipe breaks or a 
chimney looks lopsided, | make immediate mental prep- 
aration by dropping the plans for my next luncheon; 
then there are the taxes and the upkeep of the garden. 
| would have loved a new fur jacket this year. but I 


doing without for the sake of a 

home. Consequently, their 
place heing raw and new, it didn’t progress on the outside 
the. way the rest in our block did. Pride made her let 
Bob have the lawn graded and sodded, but when he 
wanted to have the landscape gardener lay out a garden 
and told her it would cost six hundred dollars, she nearly 
collapsed. She laughed at him, before us, in such an 
unfriendly way that he grew red and miserable. I felt 
sorry for him, but as I told Carrots, I‘d slap a man if 
he were my husband and had no more back bone than 
that. 

“She's taken it out of him,” announced Carrots after 
deep thought. I looked with pride at my husband. After 
months of pondering he’s apt to arrive deeply at a con- 
clusion at which | have literally leaped, the very first 
thing. 


T WAS hare to place one’s finger on the pulse of it, 

but a certain spirit of unrest crept in with the coming 

of Ethel. Just as old Bertha had predicted, she high- 

hatted us for our simple fun, and most of us couldn't 

stand it. For instance, our Wednesday bridge club had 

always been the last word in informality, but after Ethel 
was asked to play it grew fussiet and fussier. 

There were twelve of us; we had luncheon first, then 
played. When Ethel entertained she had a maid sent up 
from the city to help her Martha serve-—where we always 
helped our own maids—and besides, she had a woman in 
the kitchen who had done all the 

cooking. Naturally, her lunch- 
eon was a peach, but it made 
us apprehensive. Then, 
again, we had been in the 
habit of giving only two 
prizes and Ethel gave 
three; all expensive 
things. I won second 
and don’t deny that 


He had made 
it worse! Up 
on business, 
and sitting in 
my  living- 
room at eleven 
o'clock in the 
morning, hold- 
ing my pink 
handkerchief ! 
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| was pleased as could be with it; a Venetian lace 
bridge set. But it made me feel uneasy when | 
realized that I could not afford to give like it. 

“What does that Robert White do?” Harriet 
Stebbins asked curiously when she came home with 
me from the luncheon. Jack was coming home with 
Carrots for dinner. 

“I don’t exactly know,” I answered absently, try- 
ing to get out of my dress over my head and not ruin a 
fresh marcelle at the same time. “Something about 
bonds. I guess.” 


T WAS such a relief after the stylish atmosphere at 
Ethel’s to get down into my own kitchen, with 
Harriet setting the table in the dining-room and calling 
out every minute, “Salad forks, Buzz?" and with me 
mixing biscuits and whistling. For once I was perfectiy 
enchanted that Carrie was out with her young man. 

The two men sat and smoked befure the fire in the 
living-room while Harriet and | washed the dishes. 

“Harriet,” I said suddenly, “do you know something ? 
| haven't really enjoved having folks in for dinner so 
much in, oh, perfect ages!” 

| stopped and looked into the foamy soap suds. | 
wondered if Harriet was thinking what I was? 

“Me too, buzz. Don't you think we're all letting Ethel 
get under our skin a bit? Now, listen: I, for one, think 
it’s asinine to try to be’so formal. The other night Mil 
and Pete had us over for dinner, just the four of us, 
mind you, and we found the two of them dressed as 
though they were going out to a dinner party! Can you 
imagine? And Jack and | just in from the six-ten train ; 
| had heen down in the city shopping, and met Jack in 
the station. Why, Buzz Durand, we've been eating to- 
gether every week since we've all been married, Mil and 
Pete and Jack and |. | wonder if vou understand how I 
feel? It isn’t just wearing one’s best clothes for an every- 
day aftair that | mind; it’s the idea. Pretty soon one of 
the girls will feel she has to have a cook in the kitchen 
when she has anyone to cine, and so on. | object to bemg 
lured into more expensive paths than we can follow.” 

And then I wondered whether to ask Harriet about 
the dancing party at the Edgewater Beach Hotel, or not. 
| thought I would. 

“Say. Harriet, are you and Jack going down to the 
Edgewater in that party that Ethel is getting up for 
Saturday night 


Ignorantly blissful, I 
ate on, unaware of the 
shock ahead of me. For 
at a quarter of one they 
opened the Black Cat. 


| tried to make my voice casual, but it couldn't be done. 
Underneath was too strong a current of real anxiety. | 
was afraid of that party, but a foolish pride made me 
cringe at refusing to go. Ever feel that way? 

“We said we would.” Harriet’s tone also was thought- 
ful. “Do you think it will cost much?” 

“Oh, probably not more than twenty dollars.” My. 
how hard I tried to make my voice sound matter-of-fact. 
All the time, twenty dollars for one dancing party was 
looming like an insurmountable mountain before my tired 
legs. 

“Not so bad. Where shall | put these towels, Buzz?" 

| knew that for some reason all the fun -+had gone out 
of Harriet’s eyes and heart. I, too, felt leaden and 
indifferent. 

That night, as we were going to bed, Carrots asked me 
if I had seen the Whites’ new car. “Harlem Coach.” 
Bob was telling me he bought it for Ethel’s birthday. “A 
surprise.” 


Y HUSBAND’S tone held the same dull, brief 

quality that had been in Harriet’s and mine earlier 
in the evening. | had a swift rush of compassion for 
him. How dear he was, and how bad he felt because he 
too couldn't give me those things ! 

“How lovely! But their car really didn’t look any- 
where near as good as ours, dear.” 

Inside, I was saying, meanly, “Bet she nagged, nagged, 
nagged until his patience gave out and he bought it.” | 
had heard Ethel campaign for things. 

The whole crowd of us, the Wednesday bridge club 
plus our husbands, went to the Edgewater to dance. 
Bob asked us to ride with them in the new car. Ethel 
was jubilant at the prospect of going to Chicago for a 
real, live party, as she called it. 

But what an evening! All I can remember is one 
hideous expense after another, with all of us trying to 
look as though we spent that much money every night in 
the week. The first thing, we found | Turn to page124\ 
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Want Keep Himr 


A Heart to Heart Talk with 
Authority on the Psychology 


girls who, when they read my article 
: last month, knew that they had done 
all the things I had spoken about. 

They had been mauled and manhandled and 
kissed. They had drunk too much alcohol and 
smoked too many cigarettes. ‘They had be- 
haved cheaply, and often had shied at thinking 
about their own evening’s amusements when 
they dressed next day. 

It is to these I -am writing now. For it is 
a frightful thing, suddenly to realize that you 
have thrown away the only thing which makes 


IN & there were certainly a number of 


the rest of life worth having, and are but as a 
bunch of grapes with the bloom rubbed off. 
I want to bring them comfort. 

Listen! It is never too late to retrieve 
and make a big success because of the lesson 
you have learned, if you have horse sense and 
controllable vanity enough to make out of 
your ugly memories something serviceable, 
and do not let them drag you lower. I do not 
advocate girls wading through mud to gain 
experience, but when they have done so, 
either from a taste for mud, or from drifting 
with the tide of friends, they may as well 
secure what salvage they can. 


ET us call our tarnished silver belle “Sadie.” 

She has suddenly determined that she is sick 
of it all. She of last season, or two seasons 
ago, knows that she is losing ground to the 
sixteen-year-olds who have just come up, so 
let her sit down and ask herself why this is so. 
She is prettier than ever, and has still plenty 
of go, but the lure she offers, being ephemeral, 
is now like next day’s champagné¢, flat and stale. 
When they drink that kind of wine it must have 
all the effervescence that is in the first sip! 
If what you are offering depends for its attrac- 
tion upon its freshness, it is obvious you can’t 
give it when that has gone. It is therefore 
wiser for all feminine creatures to cultivate 
the kind of lure “which age cannot wither nor 
custom stale in its infinite variety.” 

But Sadie certainly by now knows more or 
less of men. Even if she has not had intelli- 
gence enough to study their re-actions, she can 
still do so—and this will teach her which of the 
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ELINOR GLYN 


Girls by the Worlds Greatest 
of the Modern Flapper. 


. things she did gave the best results and which tain, and then not squander them to kill time. 
Fr of them she now knows in her secret heart Let Sadie sum up all that she has learned 
, cooled ardor.. The reason that men like of men—all that she has learned of her own 
the youngest flappers is because all things nature. Let her decide whether she belongs to 
which are entirely material can hold only while the “lover women” or the “mother women” 
the hunting instinct is excited. Their hunting class, or if she is really purely intellectual and 
of instincts are excited to obtain the first bloom has leanings toward the [Zurn to Page 117] 
off the peach. When that is secured all peaches 


e 
.t taste alike and the hunting instinct seeks— 
and seeks afresh. 

. But there were moments Sadie may remem- 


ber, when she chanced to interest Roland or 
1] Sherman. She appealed to some grain of 
intelligence in them, unconnected with mauling 
and pawing; she aroused some train of specuia- 
tive thought—and their hunting instincts upon 
the mental plane were aroused. She ought to 
see what she can do to repeat these, whiie 
drawiag admiration for her beauty as well. 
Gradually some of her self-confidence and self- 
respect will return. But for quite a year she 
will have to watch out and weigh the re-action 
of her every move, until she has reached the 
firm ground of being a personality, so as not 
to slip back to hopeless competition with the 
sixteen-year-olds. 


NO ONE can be a personality who is not ab- 
+ solutely poised and full of self-confidence— 
I do not mean vanity or arrogance, but the self- 
confidence which comes from inward self- 
respect and certainty of aim. Her mud bath 
may have endowed her with a sense of values— 
if she uses her deductive faculties. She can 
decide what is worth while, and then only 
use her lures for what she really wants to ob- 
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BEGIN with, I was ashamed of my parents. 
Old-country folks, you know, with old-country 
‘A ways that my up-to-date friends laughed at. My 
father—he was “Papa Rumberger™ to everyhbody—kept a 
little stationery store on Franklin Avenue, Brooklyn. 
He didn't do much selling, though. I hated to have him 
come out where people could see him. He was fat and 
hald and red-faeed, and when he was excited he could 
bardly talk English at all. So he sat in the back-room in 
his easy-chair. 

Mayhe I'd be in the store, talking to Joe Carlin, leaning 
over the counter, with Joe smoking a cigarette and look- 
ing at me out of the corner of his eyes, and laughing 
with his thin lips—laughter that didn’t have any heart 
behind it, maybe; but I didn't care. Joe was sleek and 
slim and not bad-looking ; a dancer by profession—when 
he worked at it!—and he had a Broadway air about him 
that fascinated me. 

“Going somewhere tonight, 


Running Wild 


“Going Somewhere Lonight, Sadte?” 
Ask, Talking from the Corner of His Mouth. 


He Would. 


ain't goin’ to stand it. That’s all there is to it.” 

Meantime Joe would squeeze my hand and then slip 
out, very quietly. He never paid for the cigarettes, of 
course. 

“Sadie.’’ Mother would tell me, “you oughtn’t to make 
Papa mad. His heart ain't so good. It is better if that 
Joe Carlin does not hang around so much. Already 
people say things about him—that he is no good—that he 
makes fools of girls . . . For Papa’s sake, Sadie, don't 
make him mad.” 

“What chance have I got?" I would answer angrily. 
“Since Myrtle got married’ —Myrtle was my sister—*| 
don't have any life at all. 1 just stay in this store. Other 
girls have some fun . . . Say, let me have a doilar, will 
you? And this one night keep the store yourself. Gertie 
and I want to go down to Coney.” 

Mother would grumble a little, but | usually got the 

dollar. Then Gertie and I would 
take the “L” train and go 


Sadie?” he would ask, leaning 
closer, and talking in a low 
tone out of the corner of his 
mouth. 

“Me? Do I look like it?” 
I would answer scornfully. 
“What chance have I got to go 
anywhere? I’ve got to stay in 
the store here and sell papers 
and magazines, and maybe a 
little candy to kids!” 

“You look swell, just the 
same,” Joe would say. “Hair 


“Well? 


quietly. 


He got on the car when we did and 
sat in the seat next behind. I knew that 
he was watching us. 
Think you'll know us the 
next time you sce us?” 


“Yes, I think so,” said the man, 


I looked at him more closely. 
don't start anything!” I whispered. 


down to Coney. The lights of 
Luna Park would glow like 
fairyland. I would forget the 
store, and my father, and my 
ugly, mean existence. [| would 
remember only that I was 
young, and pretty, with great 
dark eyes and ‘up-to-the-minute 
clothes: short skirts, rolled 
silk stockings, and a_ short- 
sleeved dress that made my 
slim, straight figure twice as 
attractive as Gertie’s plump 


Joe knew it, too. 


“Joe, 


marcelled, and nose powdered, “He's not bothering us.” shortness. 

and lots of lip-stick . . . Say, There was nothing wrong 
Sadie, slip me a pack of~ about our trips to “The 
Camels. I'll pay to- Island." Neither Gertie nor | 


morrow.” 

“You're some kidder, Joe!”’ I would say, laughing. 
“You tell every girl you meet she’s a good-looker, don't 
you? Here are your Camels. Don't tell Papa. He 
weuld break his heart over fifteen cents.” 

Then I'd hear my father say to my mother in his 
bad English: 

“Mom—look who is it in the store!” 

“Now, Papa! It’s Sadie who keeps it.” 

“Umph! She keeps it like it was a joke. Listen to 
her laughin’."". Then my father would raise his voice. 
“Sadie! Stop that noise out there. It shames my place. 
Stop it—do you hear me?” 

But he wouldn't come out. Mother would stop him. 
“Sh!” | would hear. “She is only a child. Young folks 
have got to laugh.” 

“She's runnin’ wild—that’s what!” my father would 
“Loafers all the time hangin’ around my place. I 


say. 
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ever struck up acquaintances, 
though we had many chances. It was enough for us to 
listen to the music; to watch the colered lights dance and 
flicker ; to teke a ride on the roller-coaster or the “Shoot 
the Chutes." But it was long after midnight when we 
got home. 

Then I would find Mother anxiously waiting in the 
little bac-room, trying to keep me quiet, so as not to 
awaken Papa. 

“You are late, Sadiechen!"" she would say to me. Her 
little wrinkled face had an anxious look. “You are all 
risht? I worry about my little girl. It would be better 
if you went with a man—a good man—one you can 
trust.” 

“I'd like to know where I can find one!” I would 
answer. “Men like that don't come around this Dutch 
store—with Papa scolding all the time!” 

“Sh!” she would murmur, kissing me. “Don’t make 


any noise now; Papa has worked very hard all day.” 

lf I was lucky, my father would not waken. Some- 
times he did. Once | remember. It was one-thirty. 
Papa was sitting in his easy-chair. He looked very 
stern. 

“So!” he said. “You come over here. | am going to 
whip you. It is the only way you will learn not to stay 
out all night. Come here!” 


E HAD a strap in his hands. 
bling with anger. 

“You hit me,” | said, “and I'll go out of this house, 
and never come back!” 

“Felix!” cried my mother, holding his arms. “You 
shall not. She is not a bad girl! Maybe something kept 
her from coming home—the ‘I.’ train—or something else. 
Often there is a tie-up!” 

“I tell you I'm going to whip her!” thundered my 
father. He raised the strap, but it did not fall. He caught 
at his throat, and sank back into a chair. “Mom. . . my 
heart!’ The doctor . . . bring the doctor . . .” 

I was frightened myself. I ran for Doctor Stein, and 
brought him. Papa was better by that time. The doctor 
said that he must stay quiet in bed for several days. | 
caught Papa's eyes fixed on me. They had an unfor- 
giving look in them. 


I felt myself trem- 


“Oh!” I wept, when I was alone in my room. “I can't” 


stand this! I hate him! I hate him!” 


‘‘He is a 00d man, Sadie! Better than that Joe fellow!’’ 


It hurts me to tell about these things now. But-after 
all, | had some right on my side. I was young and pretty. 


I wanted excitement, romance—love, even. Nothing had 
ever happened to me, except those trips to Coney Island— 
and Joe Carlin coming in to flatter me; to say soft, 
insinuating things that made the blood rush to my cheeks. 
I didn’t love Joe. But anything would be better than the 
sort of life I had to put up with. I resolved it wouldn't 
go on much longer. I couldn't stand it. If my father’s 
cruelty forced me to run wild—then I'd run wild! 

Of course, there was much to be said on his side, too; 
1 see that now. He was an honest man who respected 
himself, and wanted his family to be respected. Although 
his ideas were old-fashioned, he knew, even better than 
I did, that no good could come of a girl who ran wild— 
who was headstrong and proud, and who wouldn’t take 
advice. He loved me: I know that now. 


UT at that time I grew hard and bitter. [| didn’t stop 
to realize what might be the consequences. I was 


- ready for any adventure .. . 


Up to one night in mid-summer when Joe took me 
down to Coney. He had been drinking. His eyes were 
bloodshot, and his cheeks flushed. 

We had decided to go by car. It took longer, but it 
was pleasanter. As we waited for it | noticed a tall. 
hroad-shouldered, strongly-built young man watching us. 
He was dressed in gray. He had keen blue eyes. 
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He got on the car when we did 
and sat in the next seat behind. I 
was aware of him, without turning 
around. I knew that for some 
reason he was watching me. 

Joe seemed to know it, too. He 
turned around several times. At 
last he said: “Well? Think you'll 
know us again when you see us?” 

“Yes, I think so,” said the nian, 
quietly. I looked at him more 
closeky. He was well-dressed, with 
a cane hooked over his arm, and a 
flower in his button-hole. 

“Joe, don't start anything!” I 
whispered. “He’s not bothering 
us 


| hd Joe was drunkenly un- 
reasonable. He stood up in his 
seat and said something to the 
stranger — something _ insulting, 
though I could not hear it plainly. 
The man caught Joe’s wrist and 
drew him to the end of the seat— 
the side where we got in. He mo- 
tioned to the conductor, who 
stopped the car. Then the stranger 
calmly, quietly, pulled Joe off the 
car. Joe was swearing noisily, but 
the man paid no attention. He 
jumped back on the car and gave 
the signal. Joe was left behind, 
standing in the middle of Ocean 
Avenue. The man in gray sat 
down beside me. 

“What did you do that for?” I 
cried furiously. “He was with me.” 
The man hesitated. “I put him 


off because he insulted me. But I 
had another reason, too. I wanted 
to talk to you.” 

“To me?” I exclaimed. “But 


why .. .? You don’t know me!” 

“| know that your name is Sadie 
Rumberger, and that your father 
has a store on Franklin Avenue, 
near Bergen Street. I know that 
the man | just put off the car is 
Joe Carlin. Do you know him 
well?” 

“Of course! He's an old friend of mine!” I said. 

“Well, if | were you,” replied the stranger, “I wouldn’t 
let him be my friend much longer. He's no good.” 

“Who in the world are you?” I cried. “And why do 
you take such an interest in my affairs?” 

“My name is Weimert—George Weimert. If I take 
an interest in your affairs, it is for your own good. But 

. | don't want to spoil your evening for you! Won't 
you let me show you Coney Island?” 

It was strange. I should have been furious. But— 
Joe had deserved what he got! Besides, what girl does 
not love a mystery? This man—lI must call him George. 
because he asked me to—had appeared from nowhere. 
He was pleasant, quiet, strong .. . “Yes,” I answered. 

It was a wonderful evening. I had never gone any- 
where with a man who showed me such perfect respect ; 
who didn’t make remarks of the sort a girl gets to know 
as “fresh”; who was a good, quiet, jolly companion. 
Even though curiosity had me in its grasp, nothing had 
marred my happiness until 

When we started into one of the side-shows, someone 
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Even though curiosity had me in its grasp, 


all of a sudden ran up behind us and snarled : “You cur!” 
I looked around. It was Joe. His face was distorted 
with rage. He held a revolver in his hand. 

“George—look out!" I cried. 

George turned just in time to knock the revolver 
aside, at the moment Joe fired. He twisted the weapon 
from his hand, flung it aside, and held. him tight by 
his arms. A policeman came running. “Take this 
man into custody!” said George sharply. “Hold him 
under the Sullivan act!” 

I was so frightened that -] asked George to take me 
home. When I got in the house I didn’t dare tell my 
mother what had happened. 

The next day there was an article in the paper—on 
the front page—giving the details of an attempted mur- 
der at Coney Island. My heart stood still. They gave 
my name and address . . . I could scarcely recall my 
giving it to the policeman. 

“Sadie!” said my father. “What is this?” 

He was purple with anger. All the pent-up fury in his 
heart came out in that talk of his which followed. He 


| 
aa 
= 
> 
: 
| 
— i | 
=>. 
| 


XUM 


nothing had marred my happiness until— 


made me admit that | had gone to Coney Island with a 
perfect stranger—and had been the cause of'a shooting. 
In vain I tried to explain. He silenced me. 

“Thirty years I keep this place, and no one can say a 
word against me or my family—till I have a daughter 
who runs wild! Now everybody knows about it. 1 must 
sell my store. I do not stay here where | am ashamed. 
Mama, you understand ; | sell my store. 1 go somewhere 


else! All on account of this good-for-nothing! Ach! 
It is too much!” 
My mother wept. | tried to comfort her. | wanted to 


explain. But | was frightened, too. The thing had 
sobered me. Mother said: 

“You promise me not to see this man—this stranger— 
again ?” 

A pang came into my heart. But when I| saw her 
weeping, the first real sympathy I had ever felt for her 
made me say: “Yes, Mama, I promise.” 

After all, there didn't seem any likelihood that | would 
ever see George again. He had come into my life out 
of nowhere; he seemed to have disappeared again. No 
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one knew of any George Weimert in 
the neighborhood. Even the papers, 
which had given Joe’s name, and mine, 
said only “an unidentified man.” 

For some reason the whole thing 
was hushed up. Joe was released on 
suspended sentence. He came to see 
me. 
“I know | was wrong that night, 
Sadie.” he said. “I started the 
trouble. 1 oughtn’t to have carried 
that gun. But when a man’s fond of 
a girl, the way | am of you—well, he 
will do anything, | guess.”’ 

He seemed frightened and uneasy. 
I was sorry for him. As to myself, 
] felt cured. I wasn’t likely to run 
wild again. Something had changed 
in my heart. Most of all, I felt sorry 
for Papa. 

He brooded all the time. He seemed 
to think he had been shamed before the 
world. He tried to sell his store, but 
times were bad. 

“Next time, Sadie,’”’ he said once to 
me, “vou won't run around with men 
vou don’t know, will you? Better even 
if that Joe comes here . . .” 

Joe came in often. He said one 
night: “Sadie, I’m selling chances on 
a raffle. You havea store here ; maybe 
you will help me. Five dollars a 
chance. Thev are all in these envel- 
opes. If a_ fellow 
comes in and asks for a 
raffe ticket, tell him it 
will be five dollars. I've 
got a hundred of them 
here.” 

He showed them to 
me. little envelopes, 
sealed. and without 
anything on the outside. 

“Put them under the 
counter,” he said. 
“Don't open any of 
them; the numbers are 
but this thing will mean some money for me. 


secret. 
If 1 sell all the chances maybe you'll be willing to marry 
me. How about it, Sadie?” 


* | answered. But as | looked into his shifty 


““Maybe,’ 
] couldn't love him—1 couldn't 


eyes | felt a great fear. 
even trust him! 

It was strange how many people came in, after that, 
and asked for a “raffle ticket." Soon | had a couple of 
hundred dollars put away for Joe. 


UT | was sorry. If all the chances were sold, then 
1 might be called on to marry Joe. My mother told 
me that Papa approved of it. 

“He says: ‘Better than that she should run wild, | 
am willing for her to marry Joe Carlin. ” 

I felt a queer pity for my father. He seemed suddenly 
grown old. He looked tired, and sad. “After all,” | 
thought, “if it gives him pleasure, | suppose ! may as 
well marry Joe.”” | was thinking of George. But the 
earth seemed to have swallowed him, since that night. 

Fifty of the chances were sold—then sixty. The roll 
of bills under the counter worried me. Suppose some 
one should take the money ? 

One night I was alone in the store. Papa had gone 
to bed. Mama sat in the back room. [Turn to page 98 | 
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possibly enter my life after | had become the proud 

husband of Lois Errol, | would have laughed at the 
absurdity. But then, I would also have laughed at 
mother-in-law jokes. 

I never had loved anyone but Lois. Though her mother 
had withheld, for years, her consent to our wedding— 
hecause she was loath to lose the devotion of her only 
child—it never had occurred to me that, once married, I 
should not, automatically, become master of my own 
household. 

Eighteen months of wedded life, however, had con- 
vinced me of my mistake. And the doings of a mother- 
in-law, at least of my particular mother-in-law, were no 
subjects for joke! 

The first thing she did was to coax me, just before our 
marriage, to renounce the offer of a position in Chicago. 
It was in a research laboratory for which my degree of 
Ph.D. in chemistry eminently fitted me. Her excuse, 
that-she must have Lois near her, seemed rational at the 


I F ANYONE had told me that another woman could 


ont 
Perhaps It Was 
Fortunate the Matd 


Announced Dinner. 
Perhaps— 


time. I therefore submitted to 
having Mr. Errol present me with 
a partnership in a coal business. 

If interference had _ ceased 
there, I might have tolerated it. 
But it penetrated to every detail 
of our domestic affairs till the 
very sound of the word ‘mother’ 
on the lips of my wife began to 
act as a goad to irritation. 

Just when I was beginning to 
feel tried beyond the point of en- 
durance, there came a renewal of 
the offer in the Chicago labora- 
tory. My heart leaped! Here 
was the solution, the legitimate 
way out. The coal business was 
not a success. The laboratory— 
well, for a minute I was lost in 
dreams. 

Just why the face of Alice 
Perry entered those dreams I 
could not have told. Perhaps it 
was that she always held such 
firm belief in the ultimate success 
of my chosen work. Had, in fact,aided its accomplishment. 

She was a trifle older than I, a fine student, and had 
often served as my tutor through the difficulties of Latin 
prose and mathematics. On the announcement of my 
engagement, Lois told me that Alice spent the entire 
afternoon walking alone round and round the old reser- 
voir at the top of Beldon Hill. I can’t answer for 
that. I do know I was surprised and a trifle hurt that 
she made an unexpected trip to Europe so timed it was 
impossible for her to attend our wedding—following 
close on the heels of our engagement. 

When she came back from abroad it was as the wife 
of Professor Stimson, a man twice her age, a semi- 
invalid, demanding all her time and attention. Lois and 
I called, perfunctorily, on their return. But it was a 
relief to have them finally settle in Philadelphia. Two 


Fear such as I have 
never known nerved 
me to desperation. 


or three times, when business necessitated flying: trips to 
that city, I had made Alice Perry’s house my head- 
quarters, urged to such a course by both her and her 
husband. Three months ago, he had died. Since then 
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I had written to express sympathy, but I had not accepted 
her still proffered hospitality. 

Yet it was her face, alight with sympathetic under- 
standing ‘and enthusiasm, that determined me to act at 
once in regard to this fresh opportunity. 

Perhaps it was an unwise time to act. It was a blister- 
ing day in July. Baby Eric had a slight cold in addition 
to the uneasiness attendant on cutting teeth. Doubtless 
Lois had had a nerve-wracking, exhausting day. But 
then, so had I! Her work, the care of home and baby, 
was at least of her own choosing. It hadn't been wished 
on her by a mother-in-law! 

Such reasoning was filling my mind in the tiresome 
climb from the car-line up the hill to our home. Funny 
how women seem to get the idea that, be- 
‘cause you have been out of the house all 
day, you must have had diversion denied to 
them in their domestic routine. To me the 
home looked so cool and in- 
viting in comparison with the 
stuffy unattractiveness of the 
office. Yet Lois’ face was wist- 
ful, her kiss impersonal and pre- 
occupied. 

“Hard day, Keith?’ she 
asked. But I could see it was 
her troubles, not mine, that oc- 
cupied her. 

“Helluva day!” I exploded. 
I wasn't distributing sympathy. 

“Keith!” She was genuinely 
shocked, for I seldom swore. 

“Sorry, but take a look at 
that, and guess how I’m feel- 
ing!"’ I thrust the letter into 
her hand, shoved my own into 
my pocket, and began to 
pace up and down our 
tiny hall. 

She read it, stand- 
ing in the double 
doorway of our 
living-room. 
saw her move 
uncertainly 
toward a chair. 

“Are you ter- 
ribly anxious to 
accept, Keith ?”’ 

I faced about 
almost savagely. 
“Am I? Oh, no, 
nothing like 
that!” 

“But my home. 
Keith — our 
home?” Not a 
thought of my 
longings — my 
uncongenial 
work. 


‘ 


“See here!” I lifted a chair, set it down hard in 
front of her and flung myself into it. “If it really was 
our home—or even your home—but it isn’t, and you 
know it mighty well.” 

“Keith!” she protested. 

“Don’t pretend to misunderstand, Lois,’’ 1 was in no 
mood for mincing matters, “but you know as well as 
I do that it was bought and paid for by your mother. 
What we think, or what we want, doesn’t cut much ice 
in this establishment. We can’t even call our furniture 
our own.” 


“‘You—you did go 
to her?”’ 
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Lois was very pale now, and evidently too much sur- 
prised to interrupt me, so I hurried.on, venting the pent- 
up irritation of weeks. “Only last week, wasn’t it, your 
mother decided that the covering of our morris chair 
didn't match the wall-paper? What happened? She 
whisked it off to her own parlor, and sent us that hulk 
of an easy chair! She tells you what to-eat and what to 
wear ; how to feed the baby. She hurries you off to her 
house any old time, and telephones me I am expected 
there to dinner! I might as well not have a home or a 
wife. She even made. your father buy a business for me. 
And, ye gods, how | loathe it!” I got up to pace the 
length of the room. 


S THAT all, Keith?” It was a pinched little cold 

voice that reminded me of her mother’s. 

“It is not!” I whirled to face her. “At last I have a 
chance to recover that place in Chicago—to do work I 
am trained to do. Better méney, a chance to advance, 
to earn a home of our own for you and Eric. What 
would you have me do about it?” She could not know 
with what terrible anxiety | 
waited her reply—how much 


her conferences with her mother. She was trembling. 

“She’s afraid he'll be sick. She thinks he ought to 
have a change of air.” 

“Ocean trip—or visit to Newport?” bitterly ironic. 

“No, Keith, just a few days at Stoneport, perhaps.” 

“Week or two—at twenty-five per? All the same 
as far as 1 am concerned. You ought to know that fifty’s 
as impossible as five hundred, right now.” 

Her ‘face was pitifully eager. “But you won’t have 
to pay it. Mother’s willing to help out.” 

| ground my teeth as I pushed back my chair. “Again! 
No use for me to say anything. If that’s what she wants, 
that’s what you'll do, I imagine.” 

“Keith, how can you! She's my mother! 

“Suppose she is; you are my wife. | might be sup- 
posed to have some influence over your decisions, but— 
oh, what's the use!” I got up and strode to the door. 
There I turned hoping—what ? 

Lois was staring fixedly out of the window, her hands 
tightly clasped, her lips a thin, straight line—whether 
for self-control or obstinacy I was in no mood to question. 

Instead I said tersely: 
“T’lt be working late tonight. 


it meant in her life and mine. 
It came at last, in the form of 
another question. 

“But what about your busi- 
ness here?” That was ail. 

“As if that counted!” The 
words conveyed none of the 
misery that tore at my heart, 
but they brought her to her 
feet in swift indignation. 

“But my father’s money!” 
It was rebuke, not question. 

“Your mother put it in; let 
her get it out again. She's 
good for it.” 

“Keith, you can’t really 
mean that!”” Tears were close 
now. “You can’t want to up- for the third. 


set everything—just as we 

are getting a start!” November 15th. 
“Start!” The mockery of 

it. “What sort of a start? 

Where does it get me—chasing 

rotten coal contracts over the 


entire universe!’”’ My laugh 


ago? 


A Little Advice? 


Let’s do a little checking up 
this month. We're interested in 
interesting you. How well are we 
succeeding? Better than a year 


We will give $25 for the best 
letter about the November issue, 


$10 for the second best, and $5 


awarded December Ist. The 
Editors will be the judges. 


And I'm leaving on the five- 
forty in the morning. May 
get back tomorrow evening. 


breakfast. I'll get some at the 
station.” 

I sought my den as I called 
it, my heart on fire. And 
across the burning unhappi- 
ness, I could seem to feel the 
cool hand of Alice Perry soft- 
ening the bitterness with her 
unshaken faith in my future, 
urging me to stand firm in the 
way. With a sudden longing 
that terrified me, | found my- 
self studying time-tables, plan- 

ning how I could stretch the 
Contest closes necessary trip to include Phila- 
Prizes will be delphia. 

Again and again I threw the 
time-tables aside, and bent to 
my figuring. At last, in a sort 
of fury, I tore them up, ac- 
quiring a certain calm as I 


was bitter. 

Perhaps it was fortunate the 
maid announced dinner. Perhaps—but I shall never 
know. .All I do know is that I hurried away to clean up. 

As we faced each other across our little table, conver- 
sation lagged. Neither of us cared, or dared, to voice 
personal opinion—yet. I fancied that Lois really wel- 
comed the fretful cry of baby Eric. Anyway she was 
gone a long time, so long I became anxious. My small 
son was terribly close to my heart. There was nothing 
but sympathetic concern in my quick. 

“Nothing the matter?” as she entered. 

Lois shook her head, evidently glad to accept the truce ; 
to be able at last to introduce her own particular worries. 
Immediately I realized how selfish I had been to have 
offered no opportunity before. 

“He's been awfully fussy all day,” she began, hurry- 
ing her words in evident relief, ‘and it’s been so hot! 
Mother thinks ” she bit off her sentence, her face 
burning. “All my altruism turned to ice in the one 
word :— 


“Well?” 
She went on, desperately now, but with a certain fixed 
determination I had encountered too often after one of 


scattered the bits into the waste 
basket. But underneath the 
calm lurked the satisfying conviction that the schedules 
were stamped indelibly on my brain—that if I could 
push business in a neighboring city, I might be able to 
get a train that would let me arrive at Alice’s not later 
than 9 p.m. 

It was after midnight when at last | sought my room 
—our room—shared with Lois and the baby. The sight 
that met my eyes was more effectual in banishing uneasy 
thoughts than the destruction of a thousand time-tables. 


EEP in the embrace of an old wing chair that stood 
near the crib, one hand, even a sleep, stretched 
out to hush the first fretful cry of the baby, now bunched 
in unquiet slumber, was Lois. Her brown hair tumbled 
in soft confusion round cheeks flushed with weariness 
and streaked with tears. For the first time I was fully 
alive to the meaning of the almost incessant cries that had 
irritated me in my supposedly enforced labor of the 
evening, fully aware of the unfailing patience that had 
stilled them, the strain of it, the fatigue. 
I cursed myself for an unfeeling brute as I lifted her 
limp figure, so appealing in its utter [7 urn to page 112] 


May not. Don't bother about 
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What was I to do? I had 
promised not to communi- 
cate with him. 


The 


Hidden City 


Life Seemed to Stop when Eden 


Stole into the 


) Cpe people knew of our existence. Back in an up- 
land valley less than a day's journey from Broadway, 
we lived—a group of people whose customs and re- 
ligious beliefs were far from the swing of the outside 
world: far from the greed of men and the lust for 
possession. 

We thought our mode of living was immutable—until 
Clyde Orsay came into our lives. The state had sent him 
there to engineer the road building, and he had found 
refuge in our home. 

From the beginning, Martinsville treated him coldly. 
My father was no exception. Steeped in the creed of 
his own convictions, he disapproved of this interference 
by the state. 


House, and— 


My life had been one of ordered routine. Eighteen, 
and an only child, I knew little about social contact among 
young people. I thought nothing of asking Clyde to 
let me go with him on his short trips—driving Cosmo 
to our light buggy. 

It was soon after Clyde bought an automobile that he 
invited me for my first ride one night. We rode and 
rode, finally stopping at a public dance-hall. I had never 
seen a dance. Soon Clyde’s arm was about me, and I 
was gliding over the floor. I was in a different world! 
I knew Father's attitude; I knew he had never scolded 
me—that any such actions must be settled between me 
and my conscience; and before our long return, I knew 
that I loved Clyde, and that Clyde loved me. 
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Part II. 


L: E itself seemed to suspend, when, at the instant 
that Clyde Orsay and I stole into the dark living- 
room upon our return from the night’s escapade, 
Father appeared, to confront us in silent accusation. 

I had never seen him angry. He was too steeped in 
his simple ideas to permit any such emotion to master 
him. But, as if I had suddenly been gifted with clair- 
voyance, | seemed to divine that such was his reaction, 
and the mere thought struck terror into my heart. 

Seeing Father thus, in his everyday clothes, I realized 
that he had not gone to bed. The clock chimed two. 
Never have I heard two such ominous sounds. 

After all, | was not schooled in the ways of deception. 
Ten generations of fearlessly frank Quakers stood behind 
me, and | could not be expected to forget this inheritance 
in one night. I simply did not stop to think that my 
parents would miss me. 

For the first time, all the possible consequences 
of my weakness marched before me in flaming 
array. What would Father do? 

1 could not bear this oppressive silence 
any longer. 

“Father!” I cried out. “I have suc- 
cumbed to the world. I have danced!” 
“It was I who took her to the 
dance, sir,” put in Clyde, his 
voice ringing confidently against 

the rafters. 


HE hand in which my 

father held the lamp trembled 
violently, causing the rays of light 
to flicker and cast evil shadows on 
the wall. He reached out toward 
me. This must be anger, I 
thought, and in alarm, | shrank 
against the wall, away from his 
outstretched hand. 

Then a lightning change 
took place. What I thought 
had been anger gave away to 
pain, and humiliation, and 
sorrow. Father seemed to have 
aged. His gray face and deep 
sunken eyes were destined to 
haunt me for weeks. 

“Have I ever struck thee, 
Daughter,” he asked sadly, 
“that thou shouldst shrink 
from my touch?” 

His gentle compassion 
shamed me. I stood before him 
with bowed head. 

“It is because I thought I de- 
served to be struck.” 

His fingers rested hghtly on my 
bared head. How it must have hurt 
him to see that I had uncovered my hair - 

“Hush, Eden. It grieves me to hear 
thee talk thus. Thou art tired. Go to 
thy room.” 

Through the merciful tears, | caught 
a blurred vision of Clyde’s astonishment 
at my father’s consistency. My brain 
was too numb for conscious thought, but 
| remember being vaguely conscious of 
the great and overwhelming pride that my father, at 
least, was again true to himself and to our traditions. 
“Listen to my story, wilt thou, Father!” I begged. 
“Tomorrow, Eden; tomorrow. Come!” 


Without a backward glance at Clyde, | preceded my 
father. It was not until I was alone in my room that | 
wondered why he had ignored Clyde so completely. | 

How could anyone sleep after such a night of tur- . 
bulence? I undressed and got between the cold sheets, | 
but the wind sighing through leafless trees only reflected 
the dullness of my heart. Every slight sound unnerved 
me. Every breath brought a sharp pain to my side. | t 
was exhausted with weeping, and felt too insignificant 
even to pray. 

Clyde was kind to me. He left the house before 
breakfast, so I would not have to face my parents in his 
presence. He knew it would be harder, considering the 
great difference in our standards. But he left word with 
Martha, who came to build the fires, that he had gone to 
the telegraph office at Madison on business of the state. 

I knew by Mother’s pale. drawn face that she, too, 


of 


I had never seen him angry. He was too steeped in his 
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had waited up for my safe return. Now in the light of 
cold day, I could not understand my own behavior. That 
|, a daughter of Friends, should have forgotten myself 
so far as to go to a dance with a worldling ! 

Was it because I loved Clyde that I had yielded? Is 
this what love does to us? I wondered. 

Throughout breakfast not a word was said of the 
previous night’s events. Once Mother found an excuse 
to follow me into the kitchen. Not a word of reproach 
passed her lips. She just folded me in her arms and 
held me there. Surely no girl was ever blessed with 
such unfaltering parental love. 

“Talk to Father,”’ she whispered. 

I had meant to do so as soon as | could control myself. 
Now her faith gave me the necessary strength, and 
immediately after breakfast Father and I had our talk. 

I shall never forget it. What he asked of me meant 


great suffering and sacrifice. In return for this patience 
and infinite understanding, it seemed a small thing to give. 

My love for Clyde had aroused fierce protective in- 
stincts. My greatest desire was to shield him. Of course 
Father would blame him for having painted the tempta- 
tions of the world in such alluring colors. But that 
must not be. Guilt rested on my shoulders. I could 
say nothing in my own defense. I was, however, pre- 
paring to defend him with every ounce of courage 
possessed. 

Accordingly, even before Father spoke, I hastened 
to protect Clyde’s blamelessness. Father astonished me 
again. 

“T do not want to speak of him, Daughter,” he said. 
“He is a man, past twenty-six, and I am not authorized to 
guard his morals. “Twould be presumptious for me to 
dictate to him.” 

“Please be not too hard on him, Father. He meant 
no harm.” 

“That is what saved him,” came the quiet reply. 

This is one of the few things I had ever heard him 
say to indicate what a hasty and turbulent. nature existed 
beneath his impassive exterior. It frightened me, for still 
I did not know what Father meant to do. Yet, it called 
forth my admiration—that he had not done in the first 
heat of his rage what he would later have regretted... 

“T am sure—he knew not what he did, Father.” 

For a fraction of a minute he was lost in reverie, as 
if calling to mind those words of the Master’s which I 
had unconsciously paraphrased. 

“But thou, Eden?” he whispered brokenly. “Thy 
mother and I had always thought thou were proof against 
this—all this.” 

Something in his yearning tone pierced me. It was as 
if by a trick of the voice he had laid before me a com- 
plete picture of their efforts for my sake—their secret 
hopes, their whispered plans, their patient building and 
unending toil. 


HAD always sensed this much. Now it came to me 
with the force of a revelation—clear and profound. 

My resolutions were of no avail. I broke down. Hard 
choking sobs shook me from head to foot. Wisely 
enough, Father offered me no comfort. When my grief 
was spent, I knew that whatever impossible penance 
might be demanded of me, would be made possible by 
my gratitude. 

Then I began to tell my story, making it clear to him 
that I had gone with Clyde because the little red auto- 
mobile fascinated me, and because I had uncon- 
sciously craved a glimpse of what had been denied 
me all my life. 

I may have delvded myself into thinking that 
I had consented in order to prove to Clyde that 
I was free to act as I chose. In reality, the voice 
of the world had called—an unfamiliar, tanta- 
lizing voice ; a joyous, carefree voice—and I had 
followed. 

That dazed look never faded from Father's 
eyes throughout my story. 

“Thou art young, Eden. That is it—voung. | 
know. Thy mother and I were once young, 
too. Must youth ever be assailed by doubts?” 

I had started out bravely, with head high. But 
arriving at that point where Clyde swung me 
out to the dance floor, I faltered. Only the 
determination to be honest in this, as I had 
always been in everything, goaded me on. 

“And knowing that a daughter of Friends 
must submit only to the embrace of one man— 
thou suffered this?’ he asked in bewilderment. 
“Oh, I was weak, Father! Confusion swept 
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me hither and thither. But I| did not like it. I felt dis- 
tressed. And when | could, | broke away. Then we 
—we started home.” 

It may have been just five minutes before I spoke 
again. Eternity could not have seemed longer. Father 
paced the room with hands folded across his chest and 
head bowed. I felt that fate hung in the balance. 

To promise over and over again that | would not repeat 
the was quite insufficient. Oh, that I might 
prostrate myself before my parents and not rise until 
they had granted me forgiveness. Only we Friends do not 
kneel, and it would add injury to injury to do so. 

Still Father paced restlessly back and forth. Again 
and again | was tempted to tell him of my betrothal to 
Clyde. Perhaps I was guilty of additional deception in 
keeping this secret close to my heart. I did not think so. 


LOVED Clyde with all the pent-up emotions of my 
eighteen years. I was certain that Clyde loved me as 
deeply. There were his kisses, his tender caresses, his 
loving solicitude to prove it. Was that not enough? 


Our feelings seemed a sacred matter between us, a secret 
too holy to be shared even with my parents—unless 
I wanted to share it. 


By giving a few hours each day to those who needed help, I found consolation. 


And for obvious reasons I did not—just at that 
particular time. Father was most displeased with Clyde’s 
part in the affair. It could do no good to have him 
know that I had pledged my life to a man who had so 
often violated some of our most cherished customs. 

The way of truth is always the way of God. How 
much pain would have been spared to all of us had I 
only told Father everything, instead of withholding 


what, to me, was the most vital part. 
So | sat there waiting for him to speak. 


My heart 


$2 


throbbed, yet my body felt curiously numb and cold. 

“Father!” I whispered, seizing his hand as he came 
closer. “Dost despise me?” 

He straightened abruptly. “Eden!” 

- “I say this—because I failed thee, Father. 
true to thy trust.” 

“Thou failed thyself, Daughter,” he corrected. “Dost 
remember the words I said to thee the night that we took 
this stranger under our roof?” 

I nodded. “‘—that it is no great victory to avoid tempta- 
tion. One must face it, and pass it boldly by. This is 
what I failed to do, Father. The guilt is mine. I met 
temptation but could not—pass it. Help me, Father,” 
I] begged. “Help me to strengthen myself.” 

Then silence fell between us again. I knew that 
Father was struggling to frame his thoughts. Would 
he ask me to deprive myself of necessities that the 
money might be sent to funds for charity? Would he 
confine me to the house for a week? Would it be a 
period of fasting and prayer? 

Strange that I did not consider the most obvious 
course ! 

“I did not want it said that I must send this stranger 
away because my daughter could not resist temptation. 

é Too much pride is a 
grievous thing. 
too proud 

A premonition of what 
he was about to say 
paralyzed my thoughts. 

“I shall have to ask 
Mr. Orsay to leave our 
house.” 

Everything went black 
hefore me. My throat 
dried out. I could not 
move my tongue. And it 
was best that this hap- 
pened, I suppose, for in 
the first sharp moment of 
agony, I might have cried 
out some impulsive pro- 
test at his decision. 


I was not 


I was 


NTIL his work is 
completed,”” Father 
continued, “he will have 
to stay in Martinsville. 
Wherefore, I must ask 
thee, Daughter, to refrain 
from speaking or hold- 
ing any other communi- 
cation with him.” 

A sort of living death 
overtook me. It was all 
over then, our brief 
idyll, our flaming ro- 
mance. All over—sacri- 
ficed for one night of 
folly. 

“I cannot forbid you 
to see him, Eden. I can 
only express my earnest wish. If thou are unconvinced 
of the justice of this, thou must then make thy own 
decision.” 

I knew the reason for his final request. If I could 
not resist Clyde’s appeal, I must give him no opportunity 
to exert his influence. 

I nodded. Then togethet we bowed our heads in 
prayer. 

Without hearing Clyde, I knew that he was standing 
in the doorway waiting for us to [Turn to page 108| 
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Café Red 


A Suspictous-Eyed Frenchman Opened the Door 
a Trifle. Helene Spoke and. It Swung Wide— 


ON’T laugh, Dinny Harwood,” Tully Randolph 
had warned me. “Just you wait and see. Paris 
got me. She got old Aldy there. Maybe you're 

New York’s hardest boiled egg, but Parisll knock you 
for a loop!” he had shouted over a brace of bon voyage 
highballs, back in the Yale Club. 

Now that I was dashing from the Gare du Nord 
through Paris’ twilight-veiled streets to my hotel | looked 
somewhat skeptically for a sure sign of the city’s alleged 
magic. 1 studied the kaleidoscopic panorama that the 
reckless chauffeur unfolded for me as we swerved from 
one thoroughfare to another, until at last, I reached Place 
de l’Opera. 

Already | had looked upon the heart of Paris, and 
still | was under no influence. My mood, that of in- 


terested curiosity, was a thing of my own volition. 
“After all.” I said inwardly, “Paris is only another 

city. Older than my New York. Quainter, of course. 

Moving at a little slower tempo. Throbbing more inside 
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“IT must telephone a 
moment. You won't 
mind?”’ 


Hat 


than Boston or Chicago. Richer in traditions. Perhaps, 
a trifle more daring . . . a bit more dramatic and high 
strung. What the writers call temperamental ; neverthe- 
less, only a city of stone and straw, street-cars, policemen, 
gasoline smells. luxury,—poverty! Nothing more; 
nothing less!" 

The taxicab stopped with a sudden jerk that broke up 
my self-communion and nearly sent my one hundred and 
eighty pounds crashing through the front window. 

“Monsieur is here,” cried the driver at the door before 
I was quite in place again. 


“WO men resplendent in blue, gold-trimmed livery 
fought over my bags like two young dogs scrapping 
over a choice bone. The shortest of the two finally got 
possession of the luggage and showed me to a room. 
Shortly after hanging up my suits I went over to a 
window for a more. careful survey of the town. Lights 
twinkled back at me through the deepening dimness. 
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Paris was turning on the soft 
incandescence just as Broadway 
did. Soon the purpling spaces 
would give way to the white mid- 
night that made Times Square 
famous. Paris would be lit up— 
nothing more! 

But, like the woman she turned 
out to be, Paris fooled me. Her 
evening lamps did not flare up 
swiftly as if afraid of the night 
shadows. Instead they glowed 
mellowly, unconsciously making me 
think of myriad fire-flies playing 
at hide-and-seek. Vaguely, like 
rows of mysterious hills, the old- 
world architecture of Paris shad- 
owed the fading russet of sunset 
skies. High and clear above this 
urievenly shrouded horizon spiraled 
her sacred steeples, and Eiffel’s 
tapering tower, each a wraith-like 
silver finger pointing at heaven. 


ROM the winding street below 

sounds. of a city closing shop 
for the day drifted upward. Many 
times I had seen and heard New 
York going through the same func- 
tion. Always there had been din 
and clamor, as if a weary and petu- 
lant giant were throwing down 
heavy burdens. It was vastly 
different in the street below. Paris 
was leaving her day tasks like a 
woman going forth from her bou- 
doir, happy-voiced and eager in 
her turn from toil to pleasure. 

Fascinated, I leaned out beyond 
the sill. A breeze blowing from 
the summer-scented Bois de Bou- 
longe stirred the storied Seine 
across the way. Reaching me it 
launched a fragrant invasion of my 
New York hardened senses that | 
did not want to repel. Inhaling 
the magic air, my fancy was caught by the enchantment 
of evening coming to Paris-—Paris the town Tully Ran- 
dolph said would get me as it did all others who passed 
within her gates! 

Dressing hurriedly | went down to the lobby and asked 
the garrulous doorman where one might find Paris at 
her best during dinner, and afterwards. Henri, for that 
was his name, suggested a famous hotel, the gathering 
point for English and American visitors. : 

“Non-non, Henri! I want a real French place. Not 
an artificialized New York hotel. Come, name an unusual 
place.” 

The Frenchman, wasting no more time, told me of 
The Café of the Red Hat. 

“Cardinals once wined there, Monsieur. You will find 
the food of the rarest kind; champagne that is like 
melted silver to look at, and ah, Monsieur, the taste! 
Par excellence! But first vou should promenade. Per- 
haps you will find company for your visit to the Red 
Hat. But it is not necessaire. The Red Hat,” his 


voice dropped down to an awed whisper, “is the rendez- 
vous for the French baby-doll cheeken’, you call it in 
American !" 

Thanking Henri with a brand new five franc note, I 
started out of the Hotel Louvre at a dash, passing several 
groups of promenaders before realizing there wasn't any 
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The sight of Helene’s loveliness filled me with 


I wasn’t back in New York, hurrying madly to 


rush. 
keép a date, or to escape from being trampled underfoot. 
I was on the Avenue Opera with nothing ahead except 
hours which I hoped would not hang heavily upon me. 


OMEHOW, as I slowed down and became a part of 
the garrulous, gesticulating crowd drifting ‘toward 
the opera, | unknowingly began to respond to the sorcery 
of the night mood now investing the soul of Paris. Broad- 
way and Fifth Avenue had occasionally given me kicks. 
But it was not such a kick as Paris was now handing out. 
It was different somehow. More of a keen desire to make 
a dream come true,—a dream that had to do with love 
and romance ; one | had never before admitted to. 

Of course, denying that cities could cast spells, I did 
not realize that Paris sometimes ran hot, and sometimes 
cold. Consequently, I did not recognize upon this May 
evening that the whole city was laden with the fiery 
yearnings of a pleasure woman. Nor did I realize that 
my own sudden unrest of body and heart was a spell 
being cast by a-city, deep-dyed in the seductive ways of 
tenuninity. 

I strolled along for blocks amateurishly trying to 
analyze the mood coming over me, trying to laugh off its 
reality as a trick of the imagination. Then I tried to fathom 
the people at my elbows. There was something about them 


| 
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thrill enough, but thrill that was mixed with regret. 


at once tangible, and yet intangible. I felt their touch 
... heard them laugh . . . inhaled the haunting per- 
fume of passing women . . . caught the colors of dresses 
and uniforms . . . looked back into many inviting eyes 
. . . filled my lungs with the intoxicating elixir of sum- 
mer air; and still, full understanding would not come. 

At last, standing at the bar of the Café Americain, my 
second absinthe frappé half- 
lifted to my lips, a surging 


Paris! No longer did | 
fight her advances.  In- 
stead I was ready to em- 
brace her soft allurements 
that swayed me, body and 
soul. 

“That's real absinthe!” 
| admitted, draining the 
glass, and making my way 
to the thronging sidewalk. 
A girl in the crowd smiled 
at me. I was about to 
speak to her when the light 
from a street lamp re- 
vealed more years on her 
face than I desired for 
companionship. If Paris 
had aroused the romantic 
and adventurous in me, 
then Paris must give me 
Youth! 

Such was my thought as 
| passed her up after a 
glance. But, it was not 
such a simple thing to look 
at a girl of the boulevards, 
and walk away without an 


argument. 
“Monsieur seeks com- 
pany tonight?” said a 


voice at my elbow. Sud- 
denly there was a soft 
weight upon my arm. The 
woman looked up invit- 


ingly. 


O, THANK you,” | 

stammered, freeing 
myself and dashing into a 
café at the right. It was 
one of those places with 
chairs and tables on the 
sidewalk, so popular in 
Paris. I was annoyingly 
surprised to find the girl 
had followed. But now 
her path was barred by another girl, slimmer, prettier, 
younger. She must have got up from one of the sidewalk 
tables. Snatches of their voices drifted my way, but 
they talked too fast for me to understand. 

Apparently the woman who had followed me was 
scared away, for, curling her rouged lips she turned on 
high heels, and with a saucy shrug of agile shoulder 

retrieved her steps. The little 
drama I witnessed puzzled 


sensation swept over me; 
simultaneously my mood be- 
came one and the same with 
that of Paris—one that made 
me thrill as if a current of 
electricity were shooting 
through my veins! 

In that miraculous moment 
Paris claimed me for her 
very own, setting me on fire 
with an irresistible urge to 
seek and find whatever ro- 
mance might have to offer. 
No longer did the things of 
the night, of, the boulevards, 
baffle me. I was of them all: 


like?” 
“Tt ts different. 


“Sit down!” 


tdea? 


“Tonight my 
money,” she satd. 


“What is The Café of the Red Hat 


It is Paris!” 
“1 will call a taxi,” I answered, rising. 
“Just a moment; just 


I did as requested. What was the biq 
time is worth 


. So that was it—moncy! Gad! 


me for a few moments ; then 
I remembered Tully Ran- 
dolph had once said that girls 
of the Parisian boulevards 
recognized each other’s pos- 
session of certain sections of 
the boulevards. 

I studied my surroundings, 
careful not to encourage the 
approach of the young lady 
who had stood up for her 
rights in the café. My desire 
was not for romantic adven- 
ture with her kind. Several 
old men sat next to me gos- 
siping over their beer. A 
large [Turn to page 
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she cried. 


much 


of the throbbing spirit of 


| | 
4 
id | 
j 
\ 
| 
55 


Here Is Your Big 


Chance to Learn the 


How Originated the 


CHARLESTON 


By B. JACKSON 


which furnished the fads of the moment in 
America. It seemed certain that sooner or later 
we would find one typically American. And suddenly it 
has come. I didn’t originate it any more than Columbus 
originated America—but | did 
discover it, and perfect it. and 


NOR years we have been importing the dances 


the shaking sistrum of the ancient Egyptians, the tango, 
the Apache—all are typical of the countries that gave 
them birth, just as the “Charleston” is typical of the 
American negro of the South. New, refreshing, thrilling 
with all the charm and mystery which accompanies the 

tom-tom and all the jazz and pep 

of American youth! Perhaps it 


bring it to Broadway. It was a 
new thrill, and New York liked 
it—as did Chicago and Main 
Street. 

Dancing is not only more an- 
cient than either music or poetry, 
but dancing steps were the 
sources of musical measure and 
poetic cadence. In fact, poems 
are composed foot by foot as the 
dance is developed step by step 
along the same musically mea- 
sured way. Music and poetry 
are written down on paper, while 
the steps and figures of dancing 
are drawn—designed upon the 
stage ; that is the only difference, 
for all express poetic beauty. 

Down through all the ages 
every nation and every group of 
people have given us some form 
of dance, typical of themselves. 
The old folk dances, the Irish jig, 


is the past calling out to us that 
makes it so suddenly universal in 
appeal ; that I do not know. 

But I do know how to dance 
the Charleston, for it is my brain- 
child, ina way. And I ama child 
of the dance. 

When I was only fifteen I was 
thrilled almost to the bursting 
point by a write-up in a New 
Jersey newspaper about an 
amateur production in which I 
had a part. They said, “In our 
humble opinion Beatrice Jackson 
is what. Broadway stars are made 
of, and some day we may have to 
pay more than $1.65 to see her 
act.” 

We lived on a farm outside 
New Brunswick, New Jersey, in 
those days. A low, rolling farm 
it was, and near the road stood 
our white cottage with the green 
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Correct Steps of the Latest Dance Sensation. 


* 


Left—Miss Jack- 
son as she ap- 
peared on the 
Keith Circuit. 


Right—‘Crick 
ett’’ Wooten does = 
the Charleston in 
her own way in 
the Ziegfeld 
Follies. 


blinds and old-fash- 
ioned flowers grow- 
ing up to shade the 
windows in the summer 
time. 

After I left school we took an apartment 
in New York, and Mother didn’t hesitate for 
an instant when I had an opportunity to go 
in the Winter Garden cherus. Ever since I 
was big enough to totter I had tried to dance, 
and she knew that when the opportunity came 
nothing in the world could keep me off the 
stage. Any kind of music had always made 
my feet twitch and jump whether I wanted them 
to or not. 

That same winter I sent my picture to the editors 
of a New York newspaper to compete in a beauty 
contest. I was awarded the prize! 

On the strength of that, I landed in the Ziegfeld 
Follies of 1922, and my career had really begun. 


FTER the Follies I went to the Rendesvous, a New 

York night club, where I worked with Gilda Gray 
and watched the development of her dances and her 
method of “putting them over.” ; 

The next spring, Mother and I visited some of our 
relatives—the Jacksons of Charleston, South Carolina— 
descendants of Andrew Jackson. One afternoon | was 
riding out through Magnolia Gardens, when suddenly 
there came to my ears a faint rhythmic pounding like the 
steady beat of a tom-tom. And in time with the beats 
| heard shuffling feet and the high-pitched laughter of 
negroes. 

Filled with curiosity, I dismounted and stole around 
a bend in the path and came upon a group of pickanin- 
nies. One of them was-beating a soap-box with a stick 
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in a peculiar tempo, and in the center of the group was a 
little pickaninny dancing so hard that his eyes seemed 
about to pop out. When they saw me they scattered, and 
no amount of persuasion would bring them hack to do 
their dance. 

The next day I went out along a beautiful country 
road. I passed a group of negroes, some of them well 
along in years, doing the same dance I had seen the day 
hefore. Spellbound, I watched them, wondering at the 
peculiar time and the odd lightning-like movements of 
their usually languid feet. 

As I watched | realized that they were all doing the 
same step with their own little flourishes thrown in. And 
then I realized I had come across a new dance. 

Excited! As though I had gone on out to Folly Beach 
and found a pirate’s treasure. 

_ During all the rest of my stay in Charleston I haunted 
the docks and wharfs—any place that I could find a group 
of negroes. Some of them did the old “Buck and Wing,” 
but most of the younger ones did the peculiar movements 

- I wanted to study. 
Then I would go home and practice their steps before 
a mirror until I had mastered them. 

When I came back I named my 
dance “The Charleston” and took 

it to Broadway! 

I danced it in a score of New 
», York night clubs: the Silver 
‘ Slipper, the El Fey Club, the 

Club Richman, the Madrid. 

And I taught the steps to 
my sister Doris, who helped 
me spread it about New 
York. 

Then we went on the 
Keith Circuit all over the 

_ country, doing the new steps 
we originated—the steps 
that [Turn to paye Sa] 


Above—Sally 
Starr upholds the 
popularity of the 
newest steps in 
George White’s 
latest Scandals. 


Right—Peééy 
Watts as she does 
her bit of demon- 
strating. in Ear! 
Carroll's Vanities. 
Each of these 
girls has devel- 
oped her steps in 
her own individ- 
ual way, but has 
clung to the basic 
movements. 
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The 


Far 


T WAS Daddy King who took me out of the 
orphanage and brought me home to Mother 
King. I was a pretty kid of nine, and she 
hadn't the heart to send me back, for she had no 


children of her own. 
They were an awfully straight-laced couple, 


though, and were very strict in keeping the Sabbath, 


and all. They liked me because | was pretty, but 
they were uneasy in their.minds about it, too. They 
thought beauty was wicked, somehow. 

| did like to dance and sing and waste time. I! 
couldn't pretend that I liked church, the way Hazel 
Smith did. She pretended to like everything her 
mother told her to. And—my name was Gloria! 
They all had good, solid names, like Hazel Smith, 
and Gloria seemed so outlandish and full of fire. 
Maybe . . . maybe blood does tell! 

Mother King died the next year, and Daddy King 
said he was going to bring me up. He said there 
was no telling what sort of people might get hold of 
me, and no telling what I’d come to, and, besides, he 
and Mother sort of set a store by for me. He did 
his best, too, and when he grew older, he seemed to 
get just a bit more gentle in his religion, and not 
mind so much if I didn’t like the stuffy church, so long 
as | went. He liked to sit in the garden I had planted, 
and smoke, and feel good, and he didn’t think it was 
wicked any more, because it was pleasant. “The laborer is 
worthy of his hire!” he said, and looked contented. 

He saw that I got a fairly good education, but the 
music and the drawing, which | loved, he did not like, 
because he thought I should study the things that would 
make me a good wife when the time came. “Pianos 
can't cook he said. 

Daddy King was failing a bit, and was saying around 
that it was time I began to figure on getting married, as 
he was getting old. | wouldn’t, though a lot of the young 
men came to call. 

Hazel Smith told some of the girls the Sunday after 
our “hoy preacher”’ had preached his first sermon that she 
thought he was lovely. And I wanted to scratch her eyes 
out, because | had always hated her, and now I[ hated 
her more than ever. She was so pretty, and her father 
had a lot of money, and I had nothing—not even the 


good will of the village. And the last was what hurt. 

I wanted him for myself. When I had seen his calm, 
clean face, and heard him preach, | knew why women 
were willing to slave for a man. I would slave for this 
man; I could die for him. And I felt hot and then cold 
when I| as much as thought about him. 

Hazel Smith was not in love with him—yet. Her 
sort fall in love slowly, and by degrees. But | fell in 
love the way a Hallowe'en apple falls in the tub.—all at 
once and all over. 

I couldn't tell anyone, not even Daddy King. I was 
going to, but—I don’t know. I couldnt. It was some- 
thing that was my own. It hurt so, and I wanted the 
hurt, the joy, the pain, the rapture all to myself—and 
the minister, of course, but I wanted him to find out for 
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himself. Only—zonld he tind out? That puzzled me 

Hazel took him a cake the second week, because old 
Jenny Howard, his housekeeper, couldn’t cook worth 
mentioning. When I heard that, I cooked him a big 
custard pie and took it to him myself. Hazel’s mother 
was there; she stared at me and said: 

“It's that girl the Kings adopted !” 

Then old Jenny was mad, because it showed I knew 
she wasn’t a good cook, and said: 


ES, and nobody knows who her people are—but / 
know the sort of woman who lets her children go to 
an orphanage! Named Gloria, too!” 

The minister was nice, but I could see he was not what 
you'd called pleased. He thanked me in his deep, quiet 
voice, but there was just a shadow of a frown on his 
face, and I felt my own face get hot and hotter. 

I didn’t care much about Hazel,-or about her mother, 
but it hurt—oh, it hurt—to see him frown at me! And 
then at a sort of church party I overheard Hazel’s 
mother talking to the minister : 

“She’s a foundling, and a dear child, I suppose. I 
really can't say, for she and Hazel are not -good friends. 
Hazel is so careful. And, of course, that kind can never 
really be our sort. Why, do you know, sir, I would not 
be surprised if she were actually setting her cap for you. 
But she’s pretty, don’t you think?” 

“Er—I—I did not notice. I suppose so,” I heard him 


say. 
And all at once I hated him; I hated her, too. He 
would never dare look at me now. ,Men are like that if 
you let them guess. He would always avoid me; I knew 
it, and I hated. him because he was not big enough to— 
to get around it. I got red and slammed down the pie. 
“Excuse me! Daddy King may need me!” I said as 
I ran from there, but I heard Mrs. Smith snort, and saw 
the minister flush and turn away. I don’t know how I 


I Saw Him Walking Down 
the Road, Hands 

Deep in His Pockets, and 
a Hurt, Puzzled 

Look on His Face That Should 
Have  Belonged 

to an Honest Man Instead— 


“This is Gloria, my 
adopted daughter. 
Gloria, this is my 
brother’s son, Tom 
King.’’ 


saw him, for I wasn’t looking, but I did. 

Daddy King did need me, too, though not in the way 
I could ever have guessed. There was a big red auto 
near the gate, and on the porch was a tall young man 
with steady eyes. He was smoking a cigarette, and 
when I came in he stared and said,.““My Lord! What 
a pretty girl, Unk!” 

“You must not blaspheme!” said Daddy King, sternly, 
and a bit upset ; then he said, “This is Gloria, my adopted 
daughter. Gloria, this is my brother’s son, Tom King!” 

“Gloria!” he laughed. “What a glorious name! It is 
like the sun on Karnak at noon!” 

“You must not blaspheme!’’ repeated Daddy King, 
more sternly than ever, “nor fill the girl’s head with 
idle idolatry 

But I was so filled with bitterness, shame, and anger 
that I hardly noticed. I answered, sullenly, and said, 
“T_ will get supper, Daddy King. Is he staying?” 

Daddy King looked at him, and the strange young 
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man answered, “You bet your sweet life, kid!” and then 
he laughed again in a queer, tingling way, and his eyes 
met mine like dancing devils. 

Ile put up his red auto and stayed all night, but I 
hardly noticed him, my heart was aching so. How could 
| show the minister that I loved him? How could I 
show him that I wasn’t just setting my cap for him? 
How could I prove that I was “one of our sort?” 

Next day when I| had finished the housework and had 
come out into the garden, Tom King was there, smoking 
cigarettes and whistling a strange tune that made the 
shivers go up and down my back. I began to weed the 
garden, and then Tom King came over to see me and 
said: 

“I am going to call you Bisesa, for | knew a dancing 
girl in Burma who had all your dancing, floating grace ; 


your joy of movement; your—your——” 


HEN I looked up at him, he stopped teasing and 

stared at me; a queer, surprised look came into his 
eyes, as if he had suddenly seen me for the first time. 
Then he swallowed hard, and said, “I’m a darned fool, 
Gloria! No woman in the world is like you!” 

What could I do? I can’t see what else I could have 
done but sit and work at the weeds and hate him. He 
did not say much else, but every now and then he would 
rap out a deep, blood-curdling oath, and say, “You are 
pretty !” 

And the people who were passing on the sidewalk 
heard him, and | knew that soon all the village would be 
laughing and sneering at me. “Gloria King set her cap 
for the minister, but Mrs. Smith put a flea in her ear, 
and she was glad enough to take up with that rotten 
nephew of Daddy King!” 


Finally | couldn't stand it any longer. [| got up, ran 


into the house, and wouldn't come out until supper time. 
But by then Tom King had gone in his big, red auto, 
smoking his cigarettes and swearing carelessly like the 
sinner he was. 


-the house of worship. 


Daddy King read me two whole chapters, and gave me 
a long talk, telling me that Tom was supposed to be very 
handsome, and lots of women fell in love with him at 
first sight ; that he was a wicked and a blasphemous man 
who drank and gambled and went to strange, out-of-the- 
way places. Then Daddy King said that perhaps we 
would have to forgive him for that last, for he was an 
engineer, and they had to go to these places, but that 
did not change the fact that no respectable girl could 
‘afford to get interested in him. i 

[ hadn’t mich to say, for I felt tired and wanted to go 
to my room, and dream about—the minister. 

Next Sunday was hot; the church was drowsy, and 
though I fought hard against it, I fell asleep. I couldn't 
help it ; even the wonderful sermon he preached was sort 
of drowsy, and the first thing | knew Daddy King had 
his hand on my knee and was shaking it, gently, but in 
a panic for fear people would see what | had done in 
But I was still only half awake, 
and I said, right out loud, “Don’t, Daddy King, I'll get 
right up!” and then I woke up suddenly. Everything 
was awfully still. Dresses swished, men’s coats rustled ; 
everyone was staring at me; my hat fell over one 
eye. 

“Oh! 1 was miserable! Miserable! And the minister 
was staring at me. I stared back, and all at once he 
almost smiled, but then his face grew stern and grim, 
and he went on with the sermon. 

[ ran most of the way home after church. Daddy 
King was as unhappy as | was, but they wouldn’t blame 
him, or sneer at him, as they would at me! And—oh! 
—what would the minister think? What could he 
think! 

Tom King’s big, red auto was in front of the house 
again. He was sitting beside the door, smoking his 
eternal cigarette when | ran past him. He stared at me, 
and on the way upstairs I heard him swear on the Sabbath 
Day! 

It doesn't matter, those next two days. I won't tell 
about them! Tom King went away again, when | would 
not see him. but now he only went to the hotel in the 
village. The Hanson 
House Hotel! Daddy 
King told him that he 
did not want him 
around where an inno- 
cent girl would be 
obliged to hear his 
swearing. 


N WEDNESDAY 

I went for a walk. 
Crossing John Graves’ 
cow-pasture I saw a 
man all bent over as if 


he were looking for 
something. It was the 
nunister, peering at 


some ants through a 
magnifying glass. He 
looked up, and for a 
moment he did not seem 
able to see anything— 
just smiled, vaguely— 
but when he recognized 
me, his face turned red 
as mine. He got up, 
stammering : 

“Miss — er — yes — 
Miss King! I—I was 
looking—ants, youknow 
[Turn to page 99] 


I nearly jumped out of my 
skin at the new voice, but I 
saw what she wanted. 
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This is ROSE CORBIN * 


Wisconsin. 

an accomplished dancer but 

hasn’t forgotten the -monies. 

Her home at present 15 

Sheboygan, Wisconsin—buts 

she 1s only eighteen may © 
yet move to Holl: E 
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Sails 


Aone.” 


The Concluston 
of a Fascinating 
Story of Life in a 
Fishing Village— 
and of a Light in the 


Tower of a Little Church. 


HE fact that I feared the sea set me apart from the 
village—and Carrie’s very marriage to Olaf sug- 
gested a character struggling with the elements. __ 

My mission was one which kept me faithful as the 
pastor of the little ivy-covered church, and the light 
which | kept in the belfry. But gossip, vicious in its very 
inception had linked Carrie’s name with mine. Olaf 
understood—put Olaf was away—that Carrie and I had 
been forced by the storm to take shelter on an unin- 
habited island. Here we were found, and here, for the 
first time, I found courage to answer to all the gossip 
about Carrie and me. 

“You’re a damhed liar,” I had told Olaf’s brother. 


Y WORDS were the excuse Ben had wanted 
ever since setting foot on Pelican. An ugly 
sound burst from his lips. His great hands shot 
out, doubled like hammers. I'd never been in a fight, but 
I] had sense enough to try and protect myself. My own 
arms, weak from lack of food, flashed up to meet his 
fists. He swept them away as if they had been chaff. 
First my right shoulder burned with sudden pain. Then 


. while sneers and gossip lurked in every corner. 


a violent stinging sensation came to my left cheek. I 
staggered back under these first two blows, almost reeling 
to the sand. A mist seemed to shadow the sunlight. 
Through this mist I saw the man follow me, then rear 
back. I knew what was coming! Those two terrible 
sledge-hammer fists again! They would rip me apart and 
drive me into the beach sand. 

Realizing the futility of trying to stop him with my 
own hands, I dropped to the ground. Like two fast 
moving stones, Ben's knees struck me on the jaw. Then 
I felt his whole weight skidding over me. Up on my 
knees in a flash, I found him lying in the white sand, 
momentarily stunned by his crash to the beach ... A 
rusty ship-bolt, washed ashore by the sea, was at hand. 
My fingers groped for it—snatched it up at last! Ben 
Sundberg’s head was commencing to move as | brought 
the iron bolt down with all my strength, bent upon crush- 
ing his skull. 

But, thank Heaven, I never carried out my impulse. 
Jim Keller grasped my arm from behind, and twisted 
the bolt out of my grasp. 

“Steady, Mr. Manners; you ain’t a man to commit 
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Already Bill was boasting of how that boy would soon be handling canvas. 


murder. I'll take care of him now.” With these words 
he pounced on Sundberg. Jim Keller was a powerful 
man of the sea, but his strength was not as great as 
Ben's. The thing that made it possible for him to pin 
Ben's arms to the beach was the fact that [ twined my 
arms around the giant’s legs so he couldn’t move 

“!.ook a-here, Ben; the parson could’ve killed you +i 
| hadn't stopped him. Now I’m going to bargain with 
you. We take Carrie and him back to Rice and let Olaf 
settle this matter. If not, I'll tie you up with this splice 
of manila 

“All right, Jim; but you wait till we hit Rice again. 
[ll break that preacher’s neck——--” he growled. 


WENT for Carrie. She was still sleeping exhaust- 
edly on my cot. [ waked her gently, telling her that 
they had come from Rice for us. 

“Luke, we are going away? Going back home?” she 
asked unbelievingly. Then she said something that made 
me know the long strain had at last cracked her brave 
spirit with hysteria. “Tf love it here on Pelican, Luke; it’s 
so—oh, [| don’t know,” she ended, drawing the blanket 
over her tattered clothes. 

The impulse to take her hands in mine was irresistible. 


! snatched them to my lips, my heart 
voing out to the woman [| loved in 
her breaking moment. When I raised 
my lips and eyes from her hands, | 
started at the vision of her lovely 
head thrown back, and the way her 
eyes were closed . . . Was she going 
to faint ? 

[ would have believed so if her 
eyes had not magically opened, brim- 
ming with a tenderness that I knew 
must come from the thought of going 
home to her man, Olaf Sundberg. 

Olaf!. He would be waiting for 
us. 
“He is only human after all. Most 
men would condemn me for what I've 
done. If I lose Olaf’s confidence, it 
will break my heart,’’ [ told myself 
over and over again, as we made our 
way slowly to the beach where our 
rescuers waited. Then came another 
stabbing thought. Olaf might lose 
faith in Carrie; might blame her: 
accuse her,as Ben Sundberg had done! 

“No, not that! Olaf’s love and 
trust in Carrie is too big and true for 
that. He may blame me, but Carrie 
—never,” was the reassurance 
forced upon myself. 


* * * 


HE run back to-Rice Island was 

a silent thing. I did not fancy 
the spell of strange quiet that hung 
over us. It seemed full of foreboding, 
and a dozen fearful premonitions 
came to me. I tried to break this 
silence time and time again by casual 
bits of conversation. But Carrie sat 
beside me in the bow, her eyes con- 
tinually drifting astern to where 
Pelican seemed to float like emerald 
and mother-of-pearl in a setting of 
sapphire. The two men never once 
gave a sign that they so much as 
heard my remarks about the “pup- 
pup-pup” of the launch’s motor 

The cove was deserted when we made fast to the pier. 
This heartened me. I had been afraid the island would 
be down to meet us. Most likely, Ben Sundberg had 
slipped away without telling anyone on Rice. At least, 
that was something in the rufhans favor, | thought. 

Carrie now plainly showed the break that had come 
over in the Pelican cottage. Her steps were wavering 
things across the sand dunes. Time and time again I 
had to take her arm. Just as we reached Olaf’s cottage 
she stopped short and leaned against me. | bent down to 
catch her words, for | could see her lips moving: 

“Thank you—luke—for everything. You were——’ 

“Never mind, Carrie, about me. You’re tuckered out. 
You mustn't try to talk at all. [ll tell Olaf all about it.” 

That one smile, understanding in its sad sort of way, 
would always be enough reward for me, | thought. 

The sound of a door opening, and of steps on the 
Sundberg porch, reached us. Looking up, [ saw Olaf, 
a giant in his yellow oilskins, coming toward us. He 
did not swagger like a Sundberg. Instead, he moved as 
if each new step were a strain. Almost upon us, Olaf 
halted. 'le searched us with glances. Then passed a 
huge hand across his eyes, as if he were dreaming, and 
trying to awaken and prove that his senses were not 
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leceiving him. We stood there 
‘ike people in the presence of the 
foreboding silence 
ot the launch still heavy upon 


us. 
arne—Luke 
(af’s voice snapped the ten- 
son. .\n incoherent cry came 
irom Carrie. She swayed 


Come on and tell me the truth.” 


he shoved his right hand into a 
pocket and fished out a crumpled 


“God!” he bellowed .. . “God? paper. Recognizing it, | winced 
Who is God? If my baby's dead, 
”, I tell you there isn't any God... our return Olaf looked me 


inwardly. 
Now, for the first time since 


squarely in the eyes. His glance 
felt like fire searing its way 
through me. But to have 


forward. Her husband, quick 

as a flash of summer lightning, 

caught the swooning girl in his arms, lifted her clear of 
‘he sand, and bore her up the cottage steps indoors. 

\Ve waited there on the beach, Ben Sundberg, Jim 
Keller, and I[—they, to witness a reckoning ; I, to give an 
accounting. At last. Olaf strode down his steps to meet 
us. tle did not look at any of us as he spoke. His eyes 
kept ranging seaward. 

“\Ve will go down to the beach,"” was all he said. 

We followed in single file, stopping when he turned 
and glanced back at the cottage. Apparently certain that 
whatever was to be said could not be heard back there, 


flinched then would have been 
ruinous. I forced my eyes up 
to meet his, and for what seemed an eternity we looked 
at each other. [| couldn't have stood the ordeal a second 
longer than I did. The next thing I knew Olaf’s right 
hand shot out toward me—open. Like a man in a daze 
| caught his hand, knowing then what was in his heart : 

“Luke Manners, that’s all I wanted to know—to know 
if you could look me in the eye and take my hand. That 
-that’s more’n enough for me,” he said. 

I wanted to cry out my thanks to him for his faith 
in me. But a lump in my throat wedged my tongue fast 
| could only stand there and let the [Turn to page 137] 


It was the Nancy D. coming in, hardly recognizable. 
She looked like a tramp, stormbeaten, discouraged— 
like the phantom ships of legend. 
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ET the wise-crackers tell it! All they require is 
i a half-minute once-over—from the neck up—of 

any human, and they will determine the latter's 
good and bad points, habits, practices, customs, asso- 
ciates, and bank-halance. 

The fair sex they divide into just two classes: “good- 
time girlies,”’ and those who should make capable wives. 

However, they favor the males with more diversified 
classification. 

The fellows with bulging foreheads and retreating 
chins, who wear bone-rimmed spectacles and shun the 
barbers’ shears, they unhesitatingly list as professors. 
Statisticians, or anarchists ; mentally strong but financially 
weak. 

Those who are particular about their linen, wear spats 
and boutonnieres, and call the head waiters at the supper 
clubs by their first names, are captains of industry ; those 
who wear baggy clothing and a perpetually pained ex- 


andsome 
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my act enraged the brute, and 
he seemed suddenly to forget 
our presence. 


pression are editors or professional humorists; those 
who don mohair suits in the summer months are com- 
muters with mortgage-plastered homes; those who put 
off shaving until evening are dependable workers who 
never change their jobs ; those with good looks and curly 
hair are cabaret hounds an cake-eaters. 

The honest truth about all this snap judgment physi- 
ognomy stuff is that it’s nothing but hokum and bunk; 
less to be depended upon than a thousand-to-one shot. 

And I’m basing that statement upon personal expe- 
rience—plenty of it. 

For in my sixty-odd years I’ve brushed shoulders 
with all kinds of people in most every corner of this old 
world. And, for the last thirty years, I’ve been intimately 
identified with the stage, a line of endeavor which is 
divided about fifty-fifty between incongruities and 
assorted temperaments. 

Listen. I’ve encountered fellows whose No. 11 fore- 
heads and bi-focals made them look like direct descend- 
ants of Mr. Solomon himself, but who, when put to the 


‘ 


test, proved to be intellectually less than a tenth carbon 


copy of nothing at all. 


And I’ve run against understudies for Adonis who 
registered only a mental and physical zero at the first 
size-up, but who turned out to possess the gray matter 
of a Daniel Webster and the sand to tackle Jack Dempsey 


at the flip of a nickel. 

And just.to advance some 
supporting evidence for my 
argument, I’m going to tell 
you about Allen Lowell, who 
did the juvenile role for me 
with “The Merry Countess” 
company through the 1916 
season. 


QWELL was the best 

looking human I[ ever 
ran across in coat and trou- 
sers. Men always spoke of 
him as a “handsome brute.” 
Women, at least when they 
saw him for the first time, 
were too tongue-tied to speak 
at all. They simply gasped 


and grew dizzy. 


His features were absolutely regular. 
mouth were as perfect as though chiseled in marble, and 


brows. 


‘““Are you there, Dave?” 
he shouted. 

‘*Yesl’’ My reply was 
almost a roar. 


everybody out and 
make for the border. I'll 
follow you.”’ 


his large, blue eyes were deep set below heavy, straight 


As for complexion, it was:a pink and white 
hlend which mocked at the cosmetic users, while his 


thick, chestnut hair just rip- 
pled back from a high, broad - 
forehead. 

Utterly useless, except for 
love-making and show pur- 
poses, was the reaction upon 
first glimpsing him. 

But a second glance—at 
least by one with experience 

-would have tempered that 
judgment. 

For directly between his 
eyes was a little perpendicular 
wrinkle which hinted at tem- 
per: his usually smiling 
mouth had a bit of droop at 
the corners, suggestive of 
combativeness, and his jaw 
and chin were not those of a 


weakling. Besides. though he was scarcely above the 


His nose and 


average in height, he gave the impression of one who had 
experienced much hard training in the open. 


For his 
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shoulders were broad, his 
hands were strong and 
eorded, and there was a 
sure, firm spring to his 
step. 

It was after noting 
these latter points that | 
thought understood 
why he had retained his 
straight - from -the-shoul- 
der American name, in- 
stead of following the 
custom with “good 
lookers” of filching a 
foreign sounding stage 
monicker. 

The circumstances 
which brought Lowell 
and me together were 
nothing out of the or- 
dinary. 


HE Merry Coun- 

tess” company, after 
a season's run on Broad- 
way, had been sent on 
the road, with me as 
manager, to cover all the 
big cities to the West 
Coast over the northern 
and’ central routes and 
return by the southern 
trail. 

Things went along 
smoothly until we reached 
Indianapolis, where 
Harry Cartaret, our ju- 
venile, tiring of the road 
jumps, handed in his two 
weeks’ notice. Harry 
wasn't much on _ looks, 
but he was steady, a good 
hoofer,and looked well in 
evening clothes, and I 
was sorry to lose him. 
However, when a trouper 
gets homesick for Forty- 
second Street, it’s a waste 
of time to argue. So I 
accepted the inevitable 
and wired Sullivan, our 
Chicago agent, to land a 
substitute quickly and 
ship him to St. Louis, where I could put him through a 
week of rehearsals before opening in the Windy City. 

Two days later I received this message from Sully: 

“Am sending Allen Lowell as per your directions. 
Stole him from a stock musical comedy company. Pretty 
fair dancer, can talk his songs, has the magazine adver- 
tisements beaten when it comes to wearing clothes, and 
is the handsomest lad who ever shook a patent leather 
pump. Wait till you see him and you'll agree with that 
word ‘handsomest.’ You're in luck.” 

| put my tongue in my cheek when | concluded the 
wire. For, while good looking juveniles were an asset 
at the hox office. making it easier to take the dollars from 
the fair sex, they usually caused friction among the 
women of the company and were hard to handle. But, 


even if Sully’s telegram did not cause me to give three 
cheers, | endeavored to suspend judgment on his find 
until | had met him face to face. 

The suspense was brief. 


He reported early in the 


“I know all about 
that place. It's 
no place for an 
American wo- 
man, particularls 
if somebods 
should start 4 
row "’ 


morning when we reached “old St. Louie.” In fact, he 
presented himself almost as soon as | had been piloted 
to my hotel quarters. 

Honestly. | think | almost gasped when that youth 
he was considerably on the right side of thirty—canx 
into my room with extended hand and grinning. Never 
had I seen anyone behind or in front of the footlights 
who— 

But I’ve said that before. 

Within five minutes | had outlined the program | ha: 
mapped for him for the week. he listening practically 
without interruption. But all the time | was studying 
him, trying to determine if | had drawn a blank 

“Anything else ?”’ he queried, rising, at the conclusion 
of my monologue. 

“All for now. Mr. Lowell. 
of a lot later.” 

“If you don't mind,” he said, holding me with a look 
in which there was not a flicker of embarrassment. “I'd 


But I'll probably think 
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like it if you and the others would call me Al. You'll 
find me a regular fellow.” ~ 

That come-back caught me off my guard, and his stock 
instantly took a long jump toward par with me. 

“You're on, Al,” | laughed. “Anything else?” 

“Yes, Mr. Crossley, if you can spare me a couple of 
minutes.“" The laugh had died out of his features and 
| caught the pucker between his eyes and the hardening 
of his mouth 

“Please take what | say at its face value,’’ he went 
on, “for there isn't an egotistical hair in my head. [I'm a 
rotten singer and only a fair dancer. I got this job 
simply on my looks ; the same as | landed my other stage 
positions. I know it as well as you. My face is my only 
asset. Circumstances forced me to capitalize it 

“| probably know what you have been thinking about 
me, and what the others are going to think—for a time. 
Dut let me say this squarely. | don't give a hang about 
women. You won't find me getting into trouble on that 
score in your company. That's all and let's forget it. 
Now, | smoke. | drink when | want to, and | can play 
any game with cards from seven-up to auction-bridge. 
Draw-poker’s my favorite. If you'll put me next to the 
bovs who like a friendly game after the show, youll do 
me a real favor ’ 


| guess I spent five minutes staring at the door after 
Al had gone, trying to dope out the youth’s number and 
determine whether | should recast my estimate of hand- 
some men as a class. But when the company assembled 
at the theatre for rehearsal in the afternoon, and | intro- 
duced the newcomer all ‘round, | indicated the members 
most likely to supply him with the off stage entertainmen: 
he sought. 

One of them, Terry Reilly, low comedian, a graduate 
from burlesque and as outspoken as an army mule-driver, 
called me aside later with: “Say, Dave. are you trying to 
string us about this pretty boy wanting to break in with 
real rough company? Why, his game ought to be bean- 
bag.” 


:* WAS not until well after breakfast the following 
morning that | again met Reilly. His funny, old 
face wore a puzzled look instead of a smile. 

“Well, did you play with the kid: last night ?"’ | queried. 

“We had a game, if that’s what you mean,” he grunted 
“But | figure Al was about the only one who played. He 
cleaned us, right down to the last copper. Say, what Ix 
don’t know about the American pasteboard classic ain't 
been writ. that’s all. And he’s there with the talk and the 
come-back. He's a regular, all right. But it’s a crime tor 


a fellow like him to be handicapped with such a face.” 

After receiving the unqualified approval of such hard 
shells as Reilly and his cronies, it was a natural sequence 
that Al should quickly find himself | Turn to page 130] 
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And the Moon Saw a Tear-Stained 
Jimmie —and Then Disappear 


to women only, but I am glad to tell you that 

some men possess that feminine quality also, 
otherwise “What Happened to Me at Midnight” 
have been a very different story. 

Yes, thank goodness that old ‘Bingo,’ the janitor, is 
nervous, and given to prowling about at all hours. Well, 
not at all hours, exactly,.for he'd never dare to appear in 
the “dorms” during the hours when we girls are at liberty 
to roam the halls. 

They say that once, years ago, he was indiscreet 
enough to venture back through the south corridor for 
something he had forgotten. It was during the eight to 
nine rest-hour, and it has been told that he hid for forty 
minutes behind the hall-rack, waiting for the kimono and 
bath-robe parade to cease long enough for him to retreat, 
and at last he gained the window at the end of the hall 
and made a hasty exit down the fire escape. At any rate, 
he never bothers around during our free hours, but at 
any time after we are sup- 
posed to be in our rooms, he 


N ERVOUSNESS is a condition usually attributed 


might 


stub his toe and fall down before we were half way down 
the receiving line, while Jim is very cool-headed, and 
invariably makes a hit with the older ladies. 

So I fell into the habit of inviting Jim out to different 
school functions where a male escort is essential, and 
every time he came someone would have it put in the 
village paper that Jim had attended ‘so-and-so’ with me 
at the college, until soon it became a settled fact that Jim 
and I were “steady company.”” Well, I liked him as 
much as I did any of the boys, and he is very well thought 
of at home, so I didn’t worry any about that. 

The faculty is very particular about where we students 
go, so when the American Legion began advertising a big 
dance which they were going to put on, we girls all held 
our breaths to’ see if it would be approved or not. At 
length a notice appeared on. the bulletin board saying 
that we might attend, provided we had a dependable 
male escort and were in our rooms at 11:30. We howled 
some about the 11 :30, as it’s sort of humiliating to invite 

a fellow from away off some- 
where to come, and then just 


may be heard poking about. 
Often he will become ner- 
vous about the fires, and as 
he lives in a tiny bungalow 
right back of the school, he 
will get up in the dead of 
night and go prowling about 
the building. But this is sup- 
posed to be a story of what 
happened to me at midnight, 
and not what happened to 
the janitor. 


Jimmie,” 
in at midnight. 


girl is in bed. 


I said, “I’ve got to get 
The hall-walker goes 
through the dorm to see that every 
If I'm not there 
.’ Words failed. We both 


knew it meant disgrace. 


as he gets to enjoying him- 
self, to have to ask him to 
take you home. But as it was 
on a school night, we con- 
sidered ourselves lucky to be 
allowed to go at all, and didn't 
say much about the restric- 
tions. 

The same day that we 
found out that we could go, | 
received a letter from Jim, be- 
ginning—“Dearest Bertha,” 


Well, you see the whole 
trouble started by Jim's get- 
ting that new racer. If he had kept his old Ford run- 
about, it would never have happened. Jim, I must explain, 
is my “sweetie.” Before | went away to school, we girls 
just went around with whatever boy that came along 
first—‘‘indiscriminately,” as Miss Weatherspoon is al- 
ways saying—but after I came here and joined the sorority 
and all, every time there was a “prom” or anything 
special, the girls would begin planning for weeks ahead 
of time on how to get a man for the occasion, and as 
heaus are as scarce in this town as the snakes’ hips, all 
of us who possibly can, have to import one from the old 
home town. 

That is how it happened that Jim became my man. 
He is about the best dancer in our crowd, and besides, 
he had the roadster, so that he could drive out occasionally, 
and as a good dancer, plus a car, are among the most 
essential qualifications here for one’s beau, I chose Jim 
as the best aaapted to my needs. I really hated to slight 
Hugh, who had been one of my most faithful adherents, 
but he is so self-conscious that I knew he would probably 


(he had never added the 

“est” before) “Listen to the 
news—I’ve traded “Lizzie” in toward that little yellow 
racer I told you about, and she sure is some boat. I am 
anxious for you to see her.”” Right then and there I sat 
down and wrote him an invitation to drive out in his new 
machine and attend the dance. 

I experienced quite a kick in telling all the girls about 
the new car and how sorry I was for those who couldn’t 
find a man, and so forth. Why, I was just as sure of 
Jim’s coming as | was of the lecture Miss Weatherspoon 
would deliver to us on “The Conduct Expected of Our 
Girls at the Public Dance,” .and that is presented as 
regularly as a dance is given. 


SHORTENED my blue chiffon a little, and ripped 

out the sleeves that Mother had insisted upon having 
made in it, all the time remembering how Jim had said 
he liked me in that shade of blue, and wondering if he 
would notice my new bandeau to match. I guess | didn’t 
realize at the time, just how much I was planning on 
seeing Jim again. 


| | 
| | 
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Face Kiss 


Indoors. 


At last the long-looked-for day arrived, and 
with it a deluge of rain that would have made 
Noah’s flood look like dry weather. It kept up 
a steady downpour all day, and | couldn't help 
worrying about that detour on Jim’s road, which 
is bad enough at best, and common sense told 
me that it would now be very nearly impassable. 
\nd yet I never doubted that he would come. 
Even when Cora Leet, who is a Senior, and who 
used to go with Jim a bit herself, said “Surely, 
you aren’t expecting James on these roads?” 
{ had carelessly replied “Oh yes, Jimmie 
wouldn't break a date with me for any old 
roads, and besides, he’s coming in his new racer 
vou see.” 


OU don’t know him as well as I do,” she 

flung out with that superior air common 
to Seniors. “I can remember when he got his 
Ford roadster, and he was as careful of that 
then as a mother is of her first child, and I 
haven't forgotten how he failed me once. He 
had promised to take me to a social down at 
the Corners. It was a day something like today, 
and do you suppose he'd take out his new fliv- 
ver? [should say not. There was only a mile 
of muddy road, too. So.don't be too disap- 
yointed if he is among the missing’tonight. And 
just let me give you a tip—don't 
ever let him.think vou can't get along 
without him. I went with Henry 
Barret that night, and it was the 
hest thing I ceuld have done for 
little Jimmie. But he’s a nice boy,” 
~he added patronizingly. I guess 
she saw that | flushed a little. 1 had 
never regarded Jim as much of a 
esteh, but still | didn’t particularly 
enjoy having a Senior speak of him 
like that. 

‘Good-night.” [| thought to my- 
self. “she talked just as if | were 
ttraid of losing him.” | wonder if 
that’s the impression that everyone 
‘ack home has of our friendship. too? Why, James 
Htooker is nothing to me but a convenience by which to 
he taken to a few good times, that’s all. | wonder if he 
thinks that just because I've needed a male escort and 
invited him out to a few dances, and so forth, that I'm 
crazy about him? I wish | could find another man—one 
that no one hick home has ever heard of. I'd soon show 
them how in love | am with Jimmie. 

The more | thought of it, the more infurtated | be- 
came. Yes, all the gossips back home were probably 
planning on an early marriage for us. Possibly they 


If you ever had to face the Dean of 
Women you'll know why I was desperate! 


night even give us the thrill of an clopement. Now that 
my eyes were opened to it, I could recall several instances 
where folks had distinctly shown that they considered 
Jim and [| a settled case. Old Mrs. Croony had even 
unearthed an antiquated picture of Jimmie when he was 
three years old, and given it to me, saying that she knew 
[ would prize it even more than she did. At the time, 
| took it. giggling about the hole it showed in his stock- 
ing, (it is a cute picture) and never tho't of the significance 
of it. Of course she wouldn’t have given that to me 
if she hadn't tho't I was to be the one [Turn to page 94] 
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Love Ts 
Too Often 
This Way. 
It Grows 
Until It 
Either Wins 
—or Kills. 


ICK MITCHELL’S here,” | told Norna. “Got 
in last night.” 
“Really?” she murmured, poking at the lamp 


under the hot water kettle. “There—it’s gone out. Have 
you a match?” 

] burned my knuckles on the bottom of the kettle and 
dropped the flaming match onto the tray cloth. Norna 
caught it up and relighted the lamp, her deft fingers 
silently rebuking my clumsiness. Then she asked: 
“Have you seen Dick ?”’ 

“| met him this morning. He sent his love to you.” 

“Toast ?” 

“Thank you. He's been away five years this time. | 
should think he'd be about ready to settle down.” 

“Dick?” Norna smiled. “You don't know him as well 
as | do, Billy. Two's a crowd with Dick. He likes to 
hunt alone.” 

We were having tea in the bay- 
window of Mrs. Wyatt’s sitting 


definite discouragements. Now 
am _ wiser—but not wise 
enough to give up altogether. 

“My dear,” she said to me the other day when we, o. 
rather I, had been speaking of this matter, “! shoul’ 
hate you and | should hate myself. It would be foolish. 
wouldn't it. to change a perfect friendship into a rotten 
marriage >” 

There was a little shadow at the back of her eyes 
and I knew that she was thinking of another friendshi 
I longed to take her in my arms and tell her how my 
heart ached for her. But | did not. 

“Don't pity me!” she had cried to me that other night, 
and there had been something like terror in her voice 

“You'll make me pity myself.” 
That is the only time | have 


room, which looked across the Park 
to where a round yellow moon was 
rising in a gray-blue sky. It is a 
charming room, | think, but any 
place which holds Norna is charm- 
ing to me. 

1 love Norna. I have loved her 
all the ten years | have known her. 
For a long time | hoped against 


“My dear,” I objected, “being in 
love, even madly, doesn’t explain— 
“Being. in love,” said Norna 
definitely, “explains everything.” 
“Well, I’m waiting,” I told her. 
“It’s along story,” she warned me. 


1 ever seen her give way. even so 
far as that. | think she tries 
to persuade herself that she ts 
happy. She is very gay in that 
quiet manner of hers. For she 
is always so quiet, so serene, as 
if she were outside all the tiv 
moils of this world of ours | 
know not how many romances. 
how many scandals. her friend: 


” 


hope and against Norna’s very 
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“‘And so, you see,’’ she 
finished, ‘‘it’s quite im- 
possible.’’ 


have arranged and aimed at 

her ; they felt somehow that there 

should be something of the sort. 

that Norna was too vivid, too charm- 

ing. for all her quiet to stand so coolly 

apart. But always that quiet coolness turned 

them aside. Norna has a way of making 
molehills out of mountains. If she had lived in the 
Middle Ages when such things happened more frequently 
than they do now, she might have said to her maid one 
fine day, “Grizel, 1 am going to be burned at the stake 
this morning. You'll have io see about the fowls for 
dinner.”” It is not that she lacks feeling, but simply that 
she in herself is stronger than anything that the world 
can do to her. So gossip has given her up as hopeless and 
let her alone. 

Norna is thirty now; most of her contemporaries have 
been married, and many of them remarried, long ago; 
the others have gone in for business or religion or what- 
not. Yet she seems satisfied just to go on living from 


day to day, from year to year. One 
of her friends who has studios and 
things once said to her: 

“Norna, I should think you'd try 
to get interested in something.” 

Norna replied, “I am interested 
in everything.” 

_And she is interested in every- 
thing, from world politics to narcis- 
sus bulbs. Yet she gives you the 
impression that none of these 
things really mean much to her. 1 
used to wonder if there were any- 
thing she really cared for. 

Except Marjorie. I knew of 


course that she loved Marjorie. 
And Marjorie worshipped Norna. 
“The world can’t ever go all wrong,” 
she said to me one day, “as long as 
there are women like Norna in it.” 
Marjorie was eighteen and enthusi- 
But I quite agreed with her. 


astic. 


HE came in that afternoon while 
Norna and | were sitting in the 
twilight, watching the sky grow 
darker and the moon brighter. | 
was glad to see her. Norna had 
changed froni the dark suit in which 
she had been walking into a soft 
trailing thing in all sorts of delicate 
colors. Her eyes were brighter and 
deeper than ever—from the exercise. 
I thought then— and her cheeks were 
glorious. If Marjorie had not come 
in I should have made a fool of 
myself again. So I was glad to see 
her. 

But for that matter one is always 
glad to see Marjorie. The very 
sight of her is a pleasure, like look- 
ing at some lovely old miniature. 
There was a photograph—it was 
Norna’s favorite and had the place 
of honor on her table—which always 

reminded me of lavender and mignonette and all manner 
of old-fashioned sweetness. But Marjorie prides herself 
on being violently modern. | once incurred her scorn 
and displeasure by telling her that I had never known a 
modern young woman who did not drink or smoke. To 
the first she replied absurdly that drinking didn't agree 
with her; to the second that Norna didn’t smoke. The 
minx knew of course that I couldn’t answer that argu- 
ment. But as a matter of fact Norna does smoke; | 
have seen her do it once or twice. She dislikes tobacco, 
but she smokes sometimes when things are going wrong 
with her ; that is the only way you can tell that they arc 
going wrong. I cannot pretend to explain the mental 
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processes of any woman, least of all Norna. I only know 
that with her smoking is a sort of bjtter defiance of life. 

I have often thought since of that afternoon, the be- 
ginning and end of so many things. At the time it seemed 
only an afternoon like so many other afternoons, Norna 
and Marjorie and myself sitting in the twilight, talking .. . 

Then Dick Mitchell came. Norna said, “Hello, Dick,” 
and went to meet him. He kissed her; they are old 
friends of course, but it rather got me, the matter-of-fact, 
taken-for-granted way he kissed Norna—Norna! 

She and Marjorie forgot me completely from that 
moment. I could not blame them, nor 
did- 1 blame myself. Very few men 
can compete with Mitchell. In the first 
place he is better looking than most of 
us; and he has a charm that even men 
cannot deny. He loves the far places 
of the earth and spends his life there, 
yet he is as much at home in a drawing- 
room as we who live in them. He has 
not too much of the roughness of the 
outlander nor too much of the softness 
of the city dweller. And there is al 
ways about him the glamor of the far 
places. He has been in the middle of 
Asia this time, back of India and Persia. 
He had gone seeking adventure and had 
found it. He had played with life and 
death. He had killed men. And there had 
been women. Mitchell is a born story-teller. 
He has a light touch, an impersonal sort of 
manner which makes it all sound like some 
delightful romance. Even I felt the thrill of it. 

And Marjorie, Marjorie the modern, bored with 
life in general and with men in particular, she sat 
all but onen-mouthed in wonder. She hadn’t known 
Dick before. 

Mitchell and I left together and walked down toward 
the blaze of Columbus Circle. 

“Funny thing,” he said. “When I first come back I 
love all this—the streets and the lights and the racket. 
But after a while it gets on my nerves—I have to get out. 
I've had that feeling all my life, that I wanted to go— 
anywhere, just ont, and alone, quite alone.” 

“Two's a crowd?” I suggested, speaking as much to 
myself as to him. 


XACTLY. I've thought sometimes of getting mar- 
ried, but it wouldn't do. I couldn't marry any woman 
and not play fair. It wouldn't be fair to leave her behind 
and it would be the very devil to have to take her along. 
Not to be able to stir without thinking of her wishes, her 
comfort. I'd just settle down somewhere and that would 
he the end of me. I'm a selfish brute, Loring. I’ve been 
in love—but I love myself too well.” 

We were often together after that, Norna and Mar- 
jorie, Dick and myself. And I soon noticed a change in 
Marjorie. [| called it hero-worship at first, but I found 
that it went deeper than that. She quite forgot to be 
bored and blasé. I had always known of course that that 
was a pose, but I was surprised to find what a vein of 
domesticity lay under it. I could feel it whenever she 
and Mitchell were together. Yet there was nothing you 
could point to and say, “There! That’s what | mean.” 
she didn't put pillows behind his head or bring him ash- 
trays. But you could feel it in her manner, something 
that made you think of firesides and children. Knowing 
iow Mitchell felt about all things domestic, I was 
miterested. 


Then one day I met Russell Pritchard. I had not seen 


lum since we both left college and he went west with a 


He had been in the war and then had 


surveying outfit. 
stayed over with a commission of some sort. Now he 


was going back to his beloved Rockies. We had many 
things to talk about, and Pritchard, who doesn't like to 
sit still, suggested a walk. 

We went up to Sixty-fifth Street and crossed the Park. 
It was when we were coming down Central Park West 
that we met Norna and Mitchell. 

“Hello!” Pritchard exclaimed. 

“Do you know them?” | began in surprise, but already 
he had rushed forward. Pritchard is impulsive. 

“Hello, Moore! This is a surprise, Mrs. Moore!” 

For a dazed moment I| could only grasp the fact that 


Mitchell was looking queer. Then Norna spoke. She 
was a little pale, but her voice was steady. 
am Eleanor Wyatt, Mr. Pritchard. .\nd Dick's 


name is Mitchell.” 


| 
| 
y 
fe 
4 & és 
Sy 
= ~ 
Ks ¢ 
BY 
vs 
76 


‘‘Hello, Moore! This is a surprise, Mrs. Moore!”’ For a 
dazed moment I could only grasp the fact that Mitchell 
was looking queer. Then Norna spoke. 


1 gasped. And Pritchard stammered, “Oh—I beg your 
pardon—lI was mistaken 

“Not mistaken,"’ Norna answered. “Only—shall we 
say—deceived?”” Then she smiled at him as if to say 
that it really didn't matter anyhow, and ended the in- 
tolerable situation by walking on. 

At the corner of Seventh Avenue and Fifty-ninth 
Street Pritchard asked : 

“Friends of yours?” 

“Yes. 

As we waited for the traffic at Fifth Avenue and 
Fifty-second Street he said: 

“Rotten, isn’t it?” 

I had an for dinner that evening. Then 
J found Mrs. Wyatt with Norna and spent another hour 
wishing that she would go to bed. At last Norna and | 
were alone. She had greeted me as casually as if the 
skies had not fallen on our heads that afternoon. 


“For God's sake, Norna,” I said, “tell me about this.” 
Her gray eyes seemed to grow suddenly deeper and 
brighter, as if there were a great light behind them. | 
realized for the first time that this look was always there 
when she was speaking of Dick. 

“Have you really known me all these years,” she asked, 
“without discovering the fact that I am head over heels 
in love with Dick?” 

“But, my dear,” I objected, “being 
in love, even madly, doesn’t ex- 

“Being in love,” said Norna defi- 
nitely, “explains everything.” 

There was a silence. 

“Does Marjorie know?” I asked. 

“No.” Silence again. 

“I’m waiting,” I told Norna. 

“It’s a long story,” she warned me. 


THINK I have loved Dick ever 
since I was born. I can’t remember a 
time when I didn’t know that I loved 
him. And he loved me. We never 
talked about it; there was never any 
hoy-and-girl silliness, but we knew. 
|.ong before we were old enough really 
to think about it we knew that we be- 
longed to each other. We understood 
each other perfectly, you see. 
“And so it was always understood 
between us that Dick should go away 
and that I should stay behind. We 
were too young even to begin to think 
of marriage. But we planned that Dick 
should go where he pleased and that I 
should be here when he came back. 
Oh, if life were only as simple as that ! 
“Later, of course, I thought it all out. 
I knew that Dick would marry me if I 
wanted him to, but I knew too that we 

should both be unhappy. There are some 
men who were never meant for marriage ; Dick 
is one. He has none of the instincts of the home- 
maker, the father. He will always be a wanderer.” 

“But you ” | interrupted. 

“T was meant for Dick. I love children—I should like - 
to have children—but I do not feel the need of them as 
some women do. I was made to be a mate rather. than a 
mother. I was quite satisfied—then—just to love Dick 
and to know that he loved me. 


Wis I was fifteen he went away. Already he had 
begun to feel smothered by civilization—people. 
He took all sorts of honors in prep school just to show 
that he could do it and to please his parents; then he 
fiatly refused to go to college. He went away—by him- 
self. We didn’t write; neither of us could bear the 
stupid futility of letters. I was nineteen when he came 
back—that was in May, 1914. We realized then how we 
had changed; that we were no longer children. We 
wanted each other—so madly. If we had met then for 
the first time we should have been married that summer. 
But I had known all these years that marriage wouldn't 
do for us. It was what the Freudians call an inhibition, 
I suppose, for I was beyond reasoning then. Dick hadn't 
thought about it as I had. It is always the woman who 
must say ‘No’ to her lover, and to herself. Dick wanted 
me to marry him. I said, ‘You'll be sorry,-Dick—after- 
wards.’ He said, ‘Who minds being sorry afterwards ?’ 

“That was when I[ thought of it—of going away to- 
gether. It was my idea. Dick agreed; he would have 
[Turn to page 104) 


agreed to anything then: We 
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Hl. 
New York City. 
LI) Soak—-So you've been all over the world, eh? 
Youthful Traveler—Yes, yes—lI've been every- 
where and seen everything! 
(ld Soak—Have you ever had delirium tremens ? 
Youthful Traveler— Nope, never have. 
(ld Soak—Well, then—you ain't been nowhere and 
vou ain't seen nothing ! 


W.G., 
Angeles, Calif. 
WO) intoxicated -friends were riding in a Ford on 
a mountain road. 
(ine friend—“Look out there, how you're drivin’, or 
you'll send us over the: bank.” 
(ther friend—“Huh! Me? Why I thought you was 


a-drivin’.”’ 


j. A. S, 
Minneapolis, Minn. 
HE little four-year-old bought an_ ice-cream 
cone. 


“Do you go to church?” she asked the druggist. 
“Yes,”’ he stammered in bewilderment. 

“That's good,” said the tot. ““The 
nickel is for the collection, you know.” 


* * + * * * * 
H. H., 
New York City. 

COWBOY, while strolling 


through Central Park on a re- 
cent visit to New York City, was 
suddenly confronted by a_ hold-up 
man. 
“C'mon,” he growled, “peel off the 
bank-ro!l or I'll blow your brains out.” 
“Blow ahead; 
buddy,” chor- 
tled the West- 
erner. “You 
can live in 
New York 
without 
brains, but 
you can’t 
without 
money !” 


Lhe 
Funniest 


We will give three dollars for every joke 
published in this department. Items found 
unavailable will not be returned. 

—Tue Eprror. 


E. M. C., 
(;rant Park, III. 


DON’T see,” said the new salesman, “why Mrs. 
Boggs went away in such a hurry when I was show- 
ing her our Guaranteed Non-Explosive Gasoline Stoves.” 
“What did you say to her?’ asked the manager. 
“Why,” replied the salesman, “she said she wanted to 
buy one of the smaller models and I just asked her how 
high she wanted to go.” 


Electra, Tex. 

HE — “Do you 

still go to see 

that little crab you 
used to run arour 
with?” 

He—“She’s mar- 
ried.” 

She — “Answer 
my question.” 


*€ * * 


Gilroy, Calif. 
WEALTHY 

lady having 
two tickets to the 
opera which she could not use gave them to her maids. 
After listening to a beautiful piece of music, the first 
maid remarked, “Isn't that ‘Overture from the Poet and 
Peasant’ beautiful ?” 

“That was a scene from ‘Faust, 
the second. 

“Well, to prove that I'm right I'll go up and read the 
sign there,”’ said the first. 

After consulting the placard she returned, saying, “1 
guess we're both wrong, Mary; that was the ‘Refrain 
from Spitting.” ” 


indignantly returned 


* * * * * * * 


M. C., 
Oakland, Calif. 


RIDGET left Ireland with a letter of recommenda- 
tion from her last mistress, but on the way over it 
dropped into the sea. Not knowing how to find work 
without it, she appealed to a friend who gave her the 
following : 
To the general public:—Bridget Flaherty had a good 
reputation when she left Ireland, but lost tt on the way 


over. 
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Stories 


Told by 


SMART SET Readers 


B., 
Calif. 
HE teacher had been talking about military forti- 
fication and asked, “Now, children, can you tell me 
what a buttress is?” 
Please, ma‘am,”’ 
goat !”” 


said Sammy eagerly, “it’s a nanny 


* « * * 
l.ong Beach, Calif. 
HE minister met Tom, the village ne‘er-do-well, and 
much to the latter's surprise shook him heartily by 
the hand. “I’m so glad you have turned over a new 
leaf, Thomas,” said the good man. 
“Me?” returned Tom,.looking at him dubiously. 
“Yes, | was sc pleased to see you at the prayer-meeting 
last mght.”” 
“Oh,” said Tom, light breaking in on him, “so that’s 
where I was, is it?” 
x x * * * * 


Livingston, II]. 
(ON—*“Daddy. how many people work in our office?” 
Dad—"“Oh, I should say about half of them.” 


* * * * 


J. A. B., 

West Allis, Wisc. 
RATHER 
stout woman 

attempting to meet 

some friends in the 
park, decided to find 

a short cut through 

one of the side 

gates. Noting one 
bearing a_ sign 

“Park Traffic 

Only,” she asked a 

small boy if she 

could get through. 
“IT guess you 
can,” he said: “a big truck with soda-pop «just ‘went 
through!” 


Hope, Idaho. 
ELL, Mrs. Johnsing,”’ announced the colored physi- 
cian after taking her husband’s temperature, “Ah 
has knocked de fever out of him. Dat’s one good thing.” 
Sho’ nuff?” was the excited reply. “Does dat mean 
lat he’s gwina git well, dén?” 
“No.” replied the doctor, “dey’s no hope fo’ him; 
‘mit vou has de satisfaction o’ knowin’ dat he died cured.” 


Fa 
Ogden, Utah. 
HAT caused the social downfall of Jack?” 
“Oh, he went out riding in a twin six and when 
it stalled he looked under the seat for the gas tank.”’ 


EA * * * * * * * 
Milwaukee, Wisc. 
IRST Boot—“I hear that the Drill Sergeant called 
you a blockhead.” 
Second Boot—‘‘No, he didn’t make it that strong.” 
First Boot—‘*What did he actually say?” 
Second Boot—“Put on a hat; here comes a wood- 
pecker.” 


We 
New York City. 
HE mother was watching her little girl, whose grand- 
father had just died, and as she noticed her start 
toward the piano, she cried, “Oh! Ethel, I wouldn’t play 
the piano so soon after yout grandfather’s death.” 
“That will be all right, Mother; I only intended to 
use the black keys.” 


* * * * * * 


A. E. G., 
Chillicothe, O. 
WO “No Equal” Silk Garments lost by saleslady, 
with Mabel inside. Please return to 442 Nat'l Bank 
Commerce. Reward. 


* * * 
Omaha, Nebr. 


E—‘Of course I’d marry her 
tomorrow if it hadn’t been for 
something she once said.” 
She—“Really? What was it?” 
He—“No!” 


* * * * * 
A. D., 
Davenport, Iowa. 

APA— 


“Willie, 
dear, don’t 
you want to 
come to see 
the sweet little 
sister a stork 
brought you ?” 

W illie— 
“No, I don’t. 
I want to see 
the stork.” 
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Problem 
Story 


DO not know whether | 
am a misjudged hero, or a 
heartless usurper. Any- 
how, my intentions were of the 
best. 
I live in a western coast city and 
am an instructor in a college of music. At the age of 
twenty-seven, I married Alice Fairfield, the charming 
daughter of a Presbyterian minister. Within a year, the 
great flu epidemic swept the country and took her. Then 
the light of life went out for me. Only the love of my 
profession kept me going 
My brother-in-law, Arthur Fairfield, took pity on my 
loneliness and often invited me to his home. He was 
eight years my senior, and just when folks began to 
regard him as a confirmed hachelor, he fell violently in 
love with Eula Barton, one of my 
students. 


“I’m tired of this theatrical stuff—the eternal 
love-making and silly songs. It seems Eula 
will never grow up.’ 


tented as the average couple—until their little 
son was born. . 
After a few months, Eula drooped like a 
neglected flower. Her whole soul was wrapped 
up in Billy, whose big blue eyes of haunting beauty 
so closely resembled her own. Arthur simply toler- 


ated the child, in his quiet way, unless it annoyed him. _ 


When one evening I wanted Eula to sing a new song 
1 had bought, I found her alone, crying. She was not 
the weeping sort, so I knew something unusual had 
occurred. I tried to excuse myself, saying I would drop 
in some other time. 

“Don't go, David, please. It will do me good to talk 
to you, for I know you'll understand——”’ sobbed Eula. 

“Is there anything I can do?” 

“No—I must. fight this out alone. Arthur has such 
strange ideas; he cares for nothing but church and lec- 
tures. I want young company at times—music, happi- 
ness, laughter. He says I’m silly and objects even if | 
go to the movies. He always reads of nights and growls 
if I interrupt him. I'm dying of loneliness—just by 

inches!” 
Again Eula fell to weeping in a 


She was only twenty, strikingly 
beautiful and a talented singer. 


Somehow. the match seemed Arthur's face 
strangely incongruous, though Eula advanced angrily. 
had eyes for no other man as soon és 

Be careful, 


as Arthur appeared on her horizon. 

In a few months they were mar- 
ried and began housekeeping in a 
modern apartment. Arthur earned 
a modest salary as secretary of the 


husband.” 


tempt me too far. 
shall show me my duty as a 


hopeless way. I was astounded, 
but had no desire to mix in their 


grew livid; he marital troubles. Still, something 
must be done. I knew Arthur had 
been brought up strictly, but that 
Ty was no excuse for his heartless 


No man nny. 

“Have you told your husband 
how this seclusion is affecting 
ou?” 


“What's [Turn to 110| 


Y.M.C.A., and they seemed con- 
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‘ALL TRUE BEAUTY MUST BEGIN 
WITH THE TEXTURE OF YOUR SKIN” 
IOYLS OF THE PRINCESS 


These 


our Golden Years of Loveliness’ 


WIN AND KEEP THE BEAUTY YOU WOULD HAVE— 
WITH THIS FAMOUS ‘*‘TWIN CREAM’? TREATMENT 


N nearly every woman’s life there is a 
span ot years — go/den years when she is 
at her loveliest and life is at its best! 


If you’1e at the threshold of this glorious 
stage, would you like to speed the happy day? 


If you’re now living in your ‘‘golden age,” 
would you like to prolong it without end? 
If you think your beauty is starting to fade, 
would you like to turn back the years and 
renew your fresh, youthful charm? 


You can. Yes, here is a method—the now 
famous Twin Cream treatment—that will 
enhance and retain your natural loveliness; 
make even a coarse, unlovely skin gossamer- 
fine; that will counteract the effect of wind, 
dust and exposure; that will rejuvenate .nd 
renew loveliness that has lost its bloom. 


Twin Creams—one to build Beauty from 
withing another to repel enemies that attack 
from without 
Remember that no one cream can give your 
skin all that it needs. It is not possible. 

Because— 


Your skin needs nourishment, must have it, 


PRINCESS PAT LTD. 
In Canada Address 107 


if it is to be healthy. And before it can be 
nourished the pores must be opened. 


Also, your skin needs protection, must have 
it, if it is to be delicat., fine-grained. And 
for protection the pores must not be /¢ft 
open, but must be normally clsed. 


Your own good judgment will tell you that 
no one cream can do both. But Pr'ncess 
Pat ‘Twin Creams will do what no one 
cream can—nourish the tissues first, then 
close the pores, thus preserving your skin’s 
fine texture. You know, ‘‘All true beauty 
must begin with the texture of your skin.”’ 


Try This Twin Cream Method 
At Our Risk 


Get the Princess Pat Twin Creams today. 
Try the Twin Cream treatment—just once 
and see how lovely it makes your skin—how 
soft and glowing and exquisitely fine. And 
with every additional Twin Cream treatment 
it grows more lovely. 

The ‘golden age’’ for you may be to-day 
and to-morrow—and all your future years, 
if you will. Get the habit of being beautiful 
all the time—that is the secret. 


) 
Chicago, U.S. A. 
Duke St., Toronto, Ont. 


The Princess Pat Twin Cream Treatment 


After thoroughly cleansing the skin, apply Princess 
Pat Cream—the skin food. Massage lightly until 
absorbed. This nourishes and rebuilds the tissues. 
Smoothes out the tired lines. 

Don’t wipe off this Cream. Right over it apply Prin- 
cess Pat Ice Astringent. You will feel a cool, de- 
lightful freshening, as of the pores contracting. Like 
an ice treatment, only pleasantly and instantly. Prin- 
cess Pat Ice Astringent closes the pores, keeps 
them from filling and clogging during the long hours 
of exposure, protects and restores the fine texture of 
your skint Next wipe the Twin Creams away. This 
firm, smooth, fine-grained surface is the perfect foun- 
dation for make-up for daytime or evening. 


If results do not more 
than meet your expec- 
tations, your money 
will be refunded, 


Princess Pat Twin 
Creams — the treat- 
ment that nourishesthe 
tissues and refines the 
® pores— may be had at 
your favorite beauty 
counter. Or if you pre- 
fer, send the coupon 
for free trial packet. 


ee So that you may know for yourself 
the lovely effect of Princess Pat 
Twin Cream treatment, we take pleasure 
in sending you a free trial packet for you to 
use on your own skin. Just mail the coupon. 
PRINCESS PAT, Ltd., Dept. 2411 
2701-9 South Wells St., Chicago 
Please send free trial packet of Princess 
Pat Twin Cream treatment. 


one 
City------------ State----.-- ooo 


(Print name e-d address plainly) 
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Our Thousand Dollar Cover 


Continuing the Policy of Choosing SMART SET Girls 


AYBELLE SWOR, of Dallas, 

Texas, is the girl whose picture 

was chosen for this issue of SMART 
Ser. I think it’s a beautiful portrait. 
What do youthinkP I know Miss Swor 
agrees with us, and I am sure the 
thousand dollar prize has helped her to 
build confidence in her own ability to 
succeed. 


Miss Swor is eighteen years old and 
has been dancing for several years. She 
does sewing in her odd moments. It is 
more than likely we will see her starring 
in the mov- 


Our faith in our readers has been 
more than justified. We have been 
given the heartiest support that it is 
possible to receive. I am sorry that 
we can’t give every one of the thousands 
of pictures some sort of recognition- 
but since we can’t I know you are 
going to show the good sportsmanship 
for which our country is famous and 
wish those who win all the luck in the 
world. 


We are continuing the SMART SET 
Girl idea and will continue it as long as 
you want us 


ies within a 
few years. 


And now 
the judges 


Enroll as a SMART SET Girl to. 


If you 
haven’t sent 
your photo- 
graph to us, 


Typical American type?...........+. French? .......... 
are b usy Please give: (a) Height (without shoes)............-.5- (b) Weight (lightly dressed)............ do it now. 
c h oo si n g (cy) Color of eyes............. Bobbed?..... Look over 
Dark 
ers W e Will your parents (or guardians) give their permission for Sart Set to use your picture if you we used in 
h ave r € m Are you willing to cooperate with us to make this plan succeed?............c0cceeceeeveccccece th € ro t iil 
cei ved thou- Postage must be enclosed if you wish to have photograph returned. gravure Sec- 


sands of 
beautiful portraits, which have been filed 
carefully for regular consideration. The 
contest,-as originally planned, closed 
September Ist; but it was too popular 
for us to end the choice of cover pic- 
tures so soon. 


‘THE pictures which the judges do 

not accept for the cover are being 
considered as possibilities for the roto- 
gravure section. How do you like the 


one this month? Isn’t it a wonderful 
way to introduce SMART SET girls to the 
motion picture people? 


tion and on 
the cover and see if you have one just 
as good or a little better. If you have, 
and would like the publicity we may be 
able to give, enroll as a SMART SET girl 
and you will be assured of considera- 
tion. It is THE THING to do, and 
it’s almost like being a member of a 
rather exclusive club, this being a 
SMART SET girl. Every time we print 
a picture it shows our good will toward 
every one of you; and your sending it to 
us is ample proof of your good will. 
—THE EDITor. 
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After moistening the hair 
with Mcdsowan’s Curling 
Liquid, which comes swith 
every it, tretch the 
Glasticheadband with the hands 
and bring it over the hair. 


let it dry in this position, 
Meanwhile you can read 
or finish dressing. 


Nothing succeeds like success! Rarely in 
the history of American business has any 
invention received such instant and hearty 
approval as the McGowan Marcelling Cap, 
recently granted a Patent by the United 
States Government. From the very first 
announcement orders have come pouring in 
and pouring in, until now this marvelous 
marcelling outfit is in the hands of more 
than 40,000 women—40,000 satisfied users, 
who are doing more to “‘boost” our sales 
than all the advertising we could possibly 
run! 

In our first advertising we told the women 
of the nation we were going to set a price 
that would mean ruin for us unless we could 
quickly get a big volume of business. In- 
stead of pricing this unique invention at 
$5 to $10, as many advised us to, we went 
to the other extreme and offered the entire 
outfit (including a $1.87 bottle of Mc- 
Gowan’s Curling Liquid) at $3.27—($2.87 
plus average of 40c postage). This was 
little more than enough to cover the cost of 
making, advertising and selling, but we 
felt that by selling at the closest possible 
margin of profit, we could quickly get the 
volume of sales we needed to operate most 
economically. 

We knew the Marcelling Cap was some- 
thing every girl and woman wanted. We 
expected a quick response from the women 
of the nation. But optimistic as we were, 
even we did not anticipate such an over- 
whelming flood of orders. Our judgment 
was vindicated. Soon our facilities were 
overtaxed so we could hardly keep up with 
orders. But now we have just com- 
pleted arrangements which will practically 
double our capacity—and we're going after 
the next 40,000 ! 


You’re Invited to Share in 
the Profits 
Now we're going to do an unheard of 


thing. We've figured that if we can quickly 
sell $0,000 more of these Marcelling Outfits 


In 15 minutes your 
hair is dry, you re- 
move 


there is the liest 


amous Marcellin 
Now Offered at New Low Price 


Tremendous volume of sales makes further reduction possible on re- 
markable Curling Outfit, which marcels your hair at home in 15 minutes 


—a total of 80,000—we 
could afford to sell them 
at a still lower price. But 
we're not going to wait 
until the 80,000 are sold 
to give you the benefit of 
this quantity production. 
We're going to give it to 
you now while orders are 
still pouring in at the 
regular price almost as 
fast as we can fill them. 
We're going to cut nearly 
one dollar off the price and 
distribute this saving of 
approximately $40,000 
among the next 40,000 
girls and women that 
order! 


If you read the 


the Cap—and 
newspapers 


1 you ever saw! 


former! id fe .87 plus postage 
orice $8.20 to $8.86 


So many people wrote us about post- 
age charges since rates were increased 
we decided to pay postage as well as 
reduce the price—so it is 


NOW 


Paid 


and magazines regularly, you are more or 
less familiar with this remarkable hair waving 
device. You can see at a glance just how it 
works. There is nothing complicated about 
it; nothing to get out of order. It is so 
amazingly simple that you can hardly be- 
lieve your eyes. But 40,000 girls and 
women throughout the country are using it 
with gratifying results. That’s the best 
proof we can offer. 


For Every Type and Style 


Whatever style of ‘‘bob’’ you prefer— 
shingle, Ina Claire, cross-wave, center or 
side-part bob—whatever kind of hair you 
have—soft and fluffy, coarse and straight, 
long or short—this new marcelling device is 
guaranteed to give you just the kind of 
marcel you want in 15 minutes’ time. And 
the beauty of it is that you can have a fresh 
marcel every time you need it with as little 
trouble as it ordinarily takes to comb long 
hair. 

- Think what a saving this will mean. 
Instead of paying $1.00 to $1.50, plus a 
25 to 50 cent tip every time you need a 
marcel, now it will cost you only about one 
cent! Instead of an hour or two going and 
coming from the Beauty Parlor, it will take 
only 15 minutes at home! 

But even more important than the saving 
of time and money is the benefit to your hair. 
Any specialist will tell you that constant 
marcelling with artificial heat is most 
injurious. Shortly after you discard the 
harsh, artificial method of marcelling and 


Cap 


adopt this safe, natural way, you'll begin 
to see the difference. Split ends and unruly 
strands will vanish. You can put the 
waves in the same place each time and soon 

ou will be able to train your hair and keep 
it naturally marcelled with very little 
attention. 

The Curling Liquid that goes with the 
McGowan Hair Waving Outfit is most 
beneficial to the hair, too. It not only ac- 
centuates the curl, but acts as a tonic for 
scalp and hair, eradicates dandruff and 
itching and promotes rich, luxurious growth. 
It is absolutely neutral and is guaranteed 
not to stain the hair or affect its color in 
any way. 


Be Among the 40,000 Who Will 
Profit by This Reduction 


The McGowan Marcelling Outfit consists of the 
Marcelling Cap and a large size bottle of McGowan's 
Curling Fluid. The Curling Liquid itself has always 
sold for $1.87 a bottle and the Cap, if ordered sep- 
arately, for the same amount—a total of $3.74. 
When we offered the combination for $3.27, we had 
to do some close figuring, but we did it in order to 
get a great volume of sales in the shortest possible 
time. Now we're going the limit and making another 
reduction to $2.45 for the entire outfit and this 
price includes the postage—a price which, as we 
have said, is based on the anticipation of selling 
40,000 more during the next few months. 

Frankly, unless we can do so it will be impossible 
to maintain this price. We may have to change it 
at any time, so if you've been thinking of ordering 
oae of these Marcelling Outfits, don’t lose any time. 
Remember, we still take all the risk. The same 
guarantee of Absolute Satisfaction or Money Back 
applies at this reduced price just as it did before. 


Send No Money—Just Mail 
the Coupon 


Even at this reduced price you do not have to pay 
for your Marcelling Outfit in advance. Just sign 
and mail the coupon and when the postman brings 
your new found beauty aid, simply deposit with 
him $2.45. Then after trying this outfit for seven 
days, if you aren't entirely satisfied in every way 
hy ome it and we will refund the purchase price 
in full. 

We couldn't afford to make such an offer if we 
didn't know the McGowan Marcelling Outfit would 
do everything we say—if we didn't know you will 
be amazed and delighted if you give it a trial. 
Your mirror is the sole judge. If you don’t find 
the McGowan Marcelling Outfit the greatest beauty 
invention you ever used—if it doesn't give you the 
loveliest marcel you ever saw—if you are not 
simply delighted in every way with both the 
Marcelling Cap and the Curling Liquid—then the 
cost of the trial is on us. 

Don’t put it off another day. ‘You have nothing 
to lose; everything to gain. Tear out the coupon, 
nt and mail today. You'll always be glad you 

i 


The McGowan Laboratories 
710 West Jackson Blvd., Chicago 


THE McGOWAN LABORATORIES, I 
| 710 W. Jackson Bivd., Dept. 113, 
Chicago. | 
Dear Mr. McGowan—Please send me your hair- 
| waving outfit, which includes your recently patented 
Marcelling Cap and a bottle of Curling Liquid. I | 
agree to deposit $2.45 with the postman upon its 
delivery. After seven days’ trial, if I am not satisfied 
with results in every way I will return the outfit and 
] you are to refund the purchase price in full, without 
any further obligation on my part. | 


Note: If you expect to be out when the poten calls, | 
enclose $2.45 with your order and the McGowan 

| Marcelling Outfit will be sent postpaid. 
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Not a 
Compact 


Not a 


Sifter 
My Complexion Friend 
my troubles are over 


N —T’ve found a true com- 
plexion friend! I can throw 
away that gritty cake powder 
and carry my own Favorite 
Loose Powder in a Norida 
Vanitie.”” ONLY Loose Powder 
can preserve the delicate com- 
plexion of youth, bring the soft, 
warm texture of the rose to your 
cheeks! Norida is your complexion 
frien d, gilt or 
silver, "filled with Sauvage ( Wild- 
flower) Poudre. Refill it yourself with 
your own Favorite Loose Powder. 

7orth many times its cost. Buy one 

at any toilet goods counter. If your 
dealer can’t supply you, order direct 
from Norida Parfumerie, 630 South 
WwW h Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. 


It is amazing what a 
difference dimples make. 
Women appear ten years 
younger. Plain girls 
acquire a distinctive 
charm. Men are fasci- 
nated by their mis- 
chievous beauty. Yet 
dimples may be youre 
now, for the DOLLY- 
DIMPLER is a simple, 
harmless device that 
quickly produces dim- 
ples. Invented by a 

—- woman. Patent applied 

ne thing else like it. Used by beauty specialists 
and movie actresses. sily used at home. Results positive. 


DOLLY DIMPLER CO., 


Dayton 


Ea 
Complete outfit, including instructions for use, ~: 4 
in plain wrapper, for only $1.00 or sent U. O. D. for $1.2 
St 


p this opportunity 
in art and technique of broadcasting; fit 
step before the microphone as a profess Seal. 


We Guarantee A 4! An Actual 
Broadcas 


Radio Stations want our ~ talent and 

have agreed to place our graduates on pro- 
ms. Through thene stations we guarantee 

you an SP portunity to sing, speak or play over 

tadio, OF You Pay Us Nothing. We also help 
», vaudeville and other big pa 
engagements. Complete course in one mon 
Learn at home in spare time. Send no money, 
Yut write today 

RADIO ART STUDIO: 

1460 Maryiand Ave. 


The Charleston 


[Continued from page 571 


had to be done with lightning. rapidity 


Suddenly the country seemed to be 
going mad over the Charleston. The 
word “Charleston” had come to the lips 


of every village and hamlet in the country 
through the medium of the hoofing mad- 
ness which the darkeys evslved upon the 
waterfronts of Charleston, 5S. C. Every- 
one, from the flappers at the nigh: clubs 
to the more pretentious dancers at formal 
affairs, began to dance it. Charleston 
contests have become a common occurrence 
all over the country. 

And I studied all the harder, evolving 
new steps so that I might give America 
a new dance which is really of native 
origin—a typically native dance, developed 
from the American negro’s love >f whin- 
ing, sobbing half-minors and syncopation, 
and their love of dancing. 


MOVING picture concern wrote in a 

special part in “Lying Wives” and 
engaged me to dance the Charleston. When 
it was first shown on Broadway at the 
Piccadilly Theatre I appeared in person, 
in the picture and in the news-reel. The 
audience couldn’t seem ‘to get enough of 
it. 

I am going to try to tell you how to 
do it. It isn’t hard, now that I have 
worked it out. Of course my explanation 
may seem a little stagey, as I am not a 
teacher, but a dancer. So many people 
who don’t know how have tried to teach 
the steps that I am going to do my best 
to set you right. 

The most important part of the 
Charleston is the rhythm—a thing that 
seems to give the majority of dancers 
trouble. Without proper rhythm it is 
next to impossible to dance the Charleston 
correctly. 

The basis of rhythm is repetition, sim- 
ple in its origin; but even the simplest 
rhythmical measure can become artistic 
by development. And this rhythm is the 
recurrent wave-movement which can carry 
a meaning, which, even in its simplest 
form, can translate a degree of emotion 
in the dance. 

One should always try to start off on 
the first beat of a musical measure. To 
be sensitive to musical measure is a gift 
without which one is hampered from the 
start. In this respect a dancer can be 
compared to a singer; if a singer sings 
out of key or tempo she “will hurt the 
ears, and a dancer who dances out of 
measure will hurt the eyes. <A dancer 
who dances out of measure is deserti.., 
the very principle of dancing to music. 

The rhythm of the Charleston is a 
stop-time consisting of two beats a rest, 
then two more beats. This is repeated 
throughout the dance, never for once 
changing the tempo, regardless of the 
step. This time can easily be acquired by 
clapping the hands twice, saying the word, 
‘rest’ and then clapping the hands twice 
more: clap-clap —rest — clap-clap — rest. 
During each double-clap and rest there are 
six movements made by the feet of the 
dancer. This does not vary in cny step. 

To me the secret of the success of the 
Charleston is due to the fact that each 
person can work out individual and per- 
sonal step schemes. Of course there ~re 
basic steps that must be followed, but in 
conjunction with these basic steps each 


| person can dance his own ideas. 


In composing their own steps, dancers 


| should remember that there is nothing vul- 


gar or sensuous about the Charleston. Al- 
though it is not a dainty dance, such as we 
term ballet dancing, it has a graccful, 
mysterious swing led by a sway of the 


body. The arms should be kept relaxed 
and in constant motion following the move- 
ments of the upper body during the entire 
dance. 

A perfect balance should be maintained 
at all times—on the balls of the feet—in 
order to acquire speed and keep on the 
beat. 

The ‘oes of both feet are always either 
pointed in or out together. The Charleston 
cannot be danced with one foot pointing 
in and the other out. They must co- 
ordinate. 

These are the basic Charleston move- 
ments. All steps must be fitted in to work 
with these movements in regular Charles- 
ton rhythm. 


THE SINGLE STEP 


Holc the body in an upright position 
with a slight curve to the back, the arms 
hanging loosely at the sides as in Photo- 
graph 1. Balance on the ball of the right 
foot and bring the left foot slightly for- 
ward as in Photograph 2. Place the left 
foot down as in Photograph 3. Then 
bring the left foot back to its original 
position as in Photograph 1. By reversing 
this whole movement by balancing on the 
left foot and placing the right foot for- 
ward and then back to its original position 
you have completed the first basic step of 
the Charleston. The whole of this action 
should take place in six beats: clap-clap— 
rest—clap-clap—rest. 

This is the first step from which you can 
build other steps. The illustrations on page 
57, indicated below by the letter “A” will 
be helpful. 


THE DOUBLE STEP 


Hold body in upright position with a 
slight curve to the back, the arms hanging 
loosely at the sides as in Photograph JA. 
Balance on the ball of the right foot and 
bring the left foot slightly forward as in 
Photograph — Place the left foot as in 
Photograph 3A. Continuing to balance on 
the right foot, bring the left foot slightly 
back of the right foot as in Photograph 
4A, Then bring the ieft foot up to positior 
beside the right as in Photograph 7A. B 
reversing this whole movement, by balanc 
ing on the left foot and placing the righ, 
forward, then back of the left and up te 
its original position, you have complete 
the second basic step of the Charleston— 
the Double Step. This step should als« 
be compieted in regular Charleston rhythn 
of clap-clap—rest—clap-clap—rest. 


THER steps may be built from the 

Double Step. It can be used as many 
times as desired and between any other 
steps you may conceive. 

The above steps may appear to be very 
simple, but the beginner should master 
them both as to speed and rhythm before 
he attempts to executc any of the follow- 
ing more difficult steps. 


THE CHARLESTON SKATE 


Clasp hands behind the back. Lean body 
forward. Place feet flat on the floor. Glide 
to the left with both feet, raising right 
ioot in air. Glide to the right, raising left 
foot in the zir. Always keep the feet flat 
on the floor and the hands clasped behind 
the back with the body leaning forward. 
And don’t forget the rhythm of clap-clap— 
rest. 


THE CHARLESTON “MULE KICK” 


Place weight of the body on left foot, 
kicking right foot forward as far as waist- 
line. Bring right foot back to position 
with left. As soon as balance has 
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placed on right foot, immediately kick left! 


foot to the back, throwing the body slightly | 
forward. Repeat this as often as desired, 
keeping in the same rhythm of clap-clap— 
rest. 

THE JACKSON CUT-OUT 

This is a dance step well known to | 
dancing teachers and can casily be learned 
in a single lesson. Fall off the log to the 
right, throwiug weight and balance to the 
left. Travel. to the right with right foot 
stepping front, and back with left foot flat 
on floor. After doing this step in four 
counts, using two for the Fall off the Log 
and two to travel, repeat the traveling back 
in the opposite direction. These move- 
ments should be repeated at least four 
times—twice each way. 

THE MONKEY JUMP 

Take a squatting position, starting on the 
right foot. Glide twice to the right, placing | 
hands on knees. Point left foot and tap 
toe, then heel and toe, counting one-two, 
one-two—rest—one, two, threc, four. This 
counting should be done in Charleston 
time. Then step on the left foot, gliding 
twice to left, placing hands on knees. 
Point right foot and tap toe, then heel- 
toe with the same counts as before. 

The Monkey Jump is a very difficult 
step and should never be attempted by be- 
ginners until they have thoroughly mas- 
tered the other steps. 

THE CAROLINA TWIST 

Fall off the log to the right, raising right 
foot in the air, wiggling it twice. Allter- 
nate this, doing it twice on each foot. This 
step is very effective when properly done. 


THE FOLLY WING 


Clap hands over head. Stoop and turn 
toes in at the same time. Wing three times 
on left foot. (The Wing can be learned 
from any dancing instructor in a single 
lesson.) Repeat this again only winging 
on right foot. This can be done as often | 
as required changing feet after each clap | 
of the hands over the head. 


THE CAMEL WALK 


Place hands over head palms together. 
Press the knees tightly together to give a | 
knock-kneed effect. Siecp first with the 
right foot and then with the left with 
knees knocking each other as you step. 
You must cover ground rapidly as you do 
this to make it most effective and it can 
be used as a very good exit. 

Throughout all of these steps it must 
be remembered that the toes of both feet | 
are always either pointed in or out together. 
They must co-ordigate at all times in order 
to dance the Charleston properly. 


you may find it difficult to execute the 
Charleston with grace at the start. But | 
anything worth doing is worth doing well, 
and anything that is well done requires 
will and perseverance. 

Get acquainted with your feet and your 
body and make them work: in unison. Give 
your feet freedom. Walk barefoot about 
your room, Dance in your unclad feet. 
Stretch your toes. Dig them into the floor 
as if it were into the soft soil of a garden 
and they were roots reachine down into 
the cool darkness. 

Stretch your body whenever you have an 
opportunity. Have you ever seen a drowsy 
caterpillar stretch itself in the sun? Grad-| 
ually it raises its body up and then lets it 
hang over and circle until it is touching 
the ground with both ends, the rest form- 
ing a half circle. Try it to slow music. 

Get your body in a supple condition. 
Learn to make your feet do their move- 
ments without thought. Get the right 
rhythm — élap-clap —rest—-clap-clap —rest ; 
speed, speed, speed, and let it go! 
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Charming 


at Popular Prices 


Make your gift selections for Xmas from the charming assortment shown 
in the new 170-p2 xe Baird-North Gift Book. 
It brings to you the wonderful opportunity to choose distinctive gifts of % 
uality from one of the most beautiful selections of Diamonds, Watches, & 
ings, Jewelry, Silverware, Toilet Ware, Leather Goods and Gift Novelties ©) 
ever assembled. Our values this year are really unusual— on anything you % 
choose you will find a Big Saving. b 
Satisfaction Guaranteed —You may order direct from this advertisement - 3 
without hesitation. Every article shown here or in our Gift Book is exactly  ¢ 
as illustrated and described. If for any reason you are not fully satisfied, { 
your money will be cheerfully refunded. ¥ 
Prompt delivery— We spare no effort to please you in every way. All 
orders are promptly and carefully filled, and we pay the postage. Thismeans 4 
an extra saving for you. Mail the Coupon Today for Your Free Copy of | 
the 1926 Gift Book. 


4 545 —- Guaranteed 16 - jewel solid 14K White 
Gold. lngraved case and dial, sapphire crown. 4 

Grosgrain Silk Ribbon Band.Specialvalue$19.50, 544—Genuine 

546 — sume in 14K White Gold filled ease. Diamond and 

é $14.95. Onyx 14K White 

Gold Ring. 
Richly engraved. 
Compare with 


ia any$10.00 value 
fi Only $6.95. 


{48 j 568— Daint 


527—Nickel finish Com- 
pact. Puffs, Powder, 
Rouge and automatic 
ening Mirror. Three oid 
ienglish tuitials engraved 
for 25c. extra. Unusual 
value—$1.00. 


All Baird-North Diamonds are 
guaranteed blue white, superior 
quality, ful] cut gems. With each 
solitaire Diamond Purchase, we 
issue a guarantee certificate entit- 
ling you to a full refund if you are 
not entirely satisfied. 2 


gerie Clasps. 
Finest Silk Rib- 
bon. 35c pair. 


533 — Pie 
and Cheese 
Server Set. 510—Mlidget 
Sterling Sil- Masonic 


515—Child’s 


Gold _ Filled ver handles, Button, gen- 
532 — Sterl- Locket and Silver plate uine Plati- 
ing Silver Chain. Bro- blades.Script num front 
Perfumette, eade center, 524 — 18K initial en- 14K Goid 
sithouette engraved 523—Guaran- “ite Gold | graved on back. Shown 
design.Good  ¢dge. 12 iced absolutely Ring, guaran- | each piece twice actual 


free. Set$1.75 size. $1.00. 
white genuine Blue White 


Diamond. Ifyou 


valae at 
titted Chain. 
$1.50. 


than $65.0 
money refund- ise 
ed. Our Special $100.00 
price $50.00. 


543—7 full eut blue 

onds, engrav 
white If you edge Playing C arda, 


508 — Sterling Sil- 
ver Bow Knot 
Shoulder Pin, hand 


553—Linen finish, gold 


engraved filigree. an duplicate for less bridge size. Designe 
Reproduction of shan . money backs in colors with mon- 
latinum _ design. refunded... Our price ram. One pack $1.50. 
pecial—75c. $39.50. wo packs of different 
colors $2.85. Give inittals 
when ordering. 


eC IFT BOOK 


Our new 1926 Gift Book is now ready! It con- 
tains 170 pages of exquisite gift suggestions—every 
one a gift that you’ll be proud to give—every one 
a big bargain. Buying at Baird-North’s this season 
will mean great satisfaction and economy to you. 
Make your gift selections for Xmas from the 
charming assortments shown in this gift book— 
mail the coupon Now! 

BAIRD-NORTH CO., 772 Broad St., Providence, R. I. 


Kindly send me my FREE copy of your beautifully illustrated 
Gift Book for 1926. This places me under no obligation whatever. 


BAIRD-NORTH COMPANY 


SDENCE, 
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Yes, Your EYES 
Can Be Improved 


Millions of women the world over 
have improved their EYES with 
Murine. This harmless lotion in- 
stantly refreshes and invigorates 
dull, heavy EYES, and encourages 
-a clear, bright, healthy condition. 


Write Murine Company, Dept. 91, 
Chicago, for book on Eye Beauvy. 


RINE. 


FoR Your 


EYES 


Have a Satin-Smooth 
Hair-Free Skin 


Science has solved the problem of 
removing unwanted hair pleasant- 
ly, without discomfort to the skin 
or complexion. This with NEET, a 
mild, dainty cream. You merely spread 
it on and then rinse off with clear water. That's all; 
the hair will be gone and the skin left refreshingly cool, 
smooth and white! Old methods, the unwomanly razor 
and severe chemical preparations, have given way to 
this remarkable hair-removing cream which is the ac- 
cepted method of well-groomed women everywhere. 
50c per tube. 85,000 Drug and Dept. stores sell 

Neet. Money back if it fails to please you. 


HANNIBAL PHARMACAL COMPANY, ST. LOUIS, MO. 


Learn to Dance Like This 
In Your Own Home 


You can, through the wonderful new method 
of the great Sergei Marinoff. Thousands of 
happy pupils are now realizing their hearts’ 
desire au Marinoff's lessons. You, too, 
will this method surprisingly easyto follow. 


Complete Studio Outfit Free 
Marinoff creates a dancing studio right in your own 
home. He gives you Free Phon ph records, 
dancing bar, practice costume, and si! Sours. 

Write to Sergei Marinoff La 
int Marinoff himself tell you of his splendid system 
of home instruction. Write today. 


of livelihood. Aren't your parents living?” 

I shook my head. 

“You have no one?” 

Again I shook my head. ; 

“And you ase a pretty girl! That's 
bad, for you are pretty, you know.” 

I sighed. Just when I seemed to be 
seeing the real man, a kindly, generous 
gentleman, it was immediately smothered 
in some inanity, some senseless remark, 
some silly action. I could not understand 
him. 

Not waiting for my answer, he was 
going on, slowly, hesitatingly, as though 
not knowing just how to proceed. 

“I feel we owe you something, my 
nephew and I, for we are all that is left 
of the Hiltons. A fine old _jamily they 
were” he sighed—and again, “were. 

“You owe me nothing,” I told him. 

“Tut! Tut! . Of course we do. We 
have taken your name and smashed it 
good—or rather, bad,” he cackled at his 
own silly joke, “and you are a pretty girl. 
Two and two make four. A Hilton has 
never yet sent a woman to the dogs.” 


His voice changed subtly, and again I 
glimpsed the kindly gentleman. “Will 
you come and be my nurse? I need one 
badly. Pete is insufficient. He is incapable 
of many things—pillows, for instance. 

“Are you not afraid of my poison?” I 
asked bitterly. 

Ambrose Hilton answered more to him- 
self than to me. 

“Not half so afraid of that as I am of 
your beauty.” 

I flared on him, but again he stopped me 
before I could burst forth into angry 
speech. 

“Do not mind an Ancient Fool, my dear. 
My bark is far worse than my bite. I 
am just a lonely old man. Loneliness: is 
a terrible thing.” 

I caught my breath suddenly. I, too, 
knew the bitterness of being lonely. 

“T will come,” I said. 

And fled. 

More than once, in the next few days, 
I regretted that decision. But still, what 
else could I do? Even as I had told old 
Ambrose Hilton, no one respectable would 
want me. They would be afraid of my 
poison. My poison! The very word made 
me ready to rave, to shriek, to tremble. I 
wanted to run up and down the streets, 
shouting : 

“IT am innocent. I am good. I did not 
do this terrible thing. I would not. I 
could not. I did not.” 

With an effort, I calmed myself. To 
what avail would such actions be? People 
believed me guilty despite the verdict of 
the jury. They believed with Richard 
Hilton that the jury had found me pretty 
rather than guiltless. And nothing I 
could say or do would change anyone’s 
opinion. In fact, the more I said I was 
innocent, the more they would doubt. I 
felt that at least I had taken the wisest 
course in silence. 

For even I did not know who had mur- 
dered James Brandeis! 

And it had been a murder, not an acci- 
dent. Poison had been given him, un- 
doubtedly, but how or when or why, I did 
not know. I had been with him constantly 
that day, except for the short while I had 
been in the kitchen preparing his lunch. 
When they first came to me and told me 
I had murdered James Brandeis, I was 
stunned. + 

“I?” I gasped; “I? Why should I murder 
him. He had never harmed me.” 

He had eaten a good lunch. I remember 
everything on that tray. Will I ever for- 
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get them? A bowl of soup, a poached 
egg, a cup of scalding tea. James Brandeis 
always liked his tea hot. I remember that 
he congratulated me because it was so hot. 
A dish of rich red strawberry jam was 
there, too. We laughed and talked. He 
really was splendid company. He asked if 
he might have a cigarette. I told him I 
was afraid it would interfere with his nap 
—he always napped after his lunch. 

“No,” he had said; “I had a nap while 
you were getting lunch. That’s why I'd 
like to smoke now. I probably won't go 
to sleep again till later this afternoon.” 

“Are you sure you napped?” I teased. 
He was so often like a small boy, fibbing 
about little things, trying to work me 
in any way to get an extra cigarette or 
two. 

“Why, yes, you must have seen me when 
you_were in.’ 

“But I wasn’t in——” I was sure then 
he was fibbing—— “I always had trouble 
poaching an egg, and I tended this one as 
though it were a baby.” 

He smacked his lips. 

“You're a wonderful cook! But I did 
sleep. It must have been Martin I heard.” 

“Martin is off for the day,” I reminded 
him, “and besides, how could you hear 
anyone if you were asleep?” 

He looked sheepish. 

“You're too smart for me, young woman. 
I did have a cat-nap, though. Thought I 
heard someone, decided it was you or 
Martin, and didn’t trouble to look. Must 
have dreamed it, I guess. If I dreamed, 
I slept. That’s proof, isn’t it? Please, 
now, may I have that cigarette?” 

I relented, gave him his glass of medi- 
cine which stood already prepared nearby 
on a stand, and let him have his cigarette. 
We chatted along while he smoked, and I 
straightened up the room. 

“How soon can I be about again?” At 
least a dozen times a day, he asked that 
question. He knew the answer as well 


as I. 

“Dr. Hadley said you would be able to 
be up and about next week.” 

“Next week! Pfa! Ill be out of bed 
tomorrow. Mark my words! I feel like 
a kitten.” 

I shook my head. 

“Next week,” I repeated. 


you are a stern guardian, a martinet. 
Leave my sight—at once!” 

I gathered up the tray, and tip-toed 
softly from the room. This was a sort 
of game we often played. When I came 
in again, a few minutes later, he was 
sleeping. I was rather surprised at that. 
He hated his naps. But they were a 
splendid thing for him. I took a book and 
sat by the window, reading. His breathing 
grew heavy. Five o'clock came, and he 
had not roused. I began to be alarmed. I 
wished -Martin would return. I shook 
him. He did not waken, only mumbled. 
Then I became frightened. I ran out of 
the room to the telephone, but at the door 
I met Martin. 

“What's the matter, miss? Mr. Brandeis 
worse ?” 

“T—I—don’t know. Call the doctor.” 

James Brandeis was dead when the 
doctor arrived. An overdose, he said. 
I was frantic. Had I given him the wrong 
medicine? But no! It was his usual dose. 
Martin was the only calm person in the 
place. I had hysterics. 

And then they said I had murdered him, 
intentionally ; that that was why I had had 
hysterics. 

“But why should I murder him ?” I 
insisted. “He was always kind to me.” 

[Turn to page 88] 
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Falling hair is the forerunner 
of baldness. Don’t wait until 
most of it is gone. Stop 
falling hair now, while the 
roots of your hair are still 
active. This remarkable new 
diseovery will positively stop 
it, or you get your money 
back, 


Immediately after you start 
this remarkable new  treat- 
ment, you will notice an 
amazing difference in _ the 
looks and “feel” of your 
hair. Falling hair will stop; 
dandruff and itching scalp ar: 
gone and your hair is live. 
lustrous and healthy. 


EN: Stop falling 


This remarkable new discovery is guaranteed to put a stop 
to falling hair, eradicate dandruff and itching scalp and 
promote rapid, luxurious hair growth. Results are posi- 


F YOUR hair is coming out, getting thin 

in spots; if dandruff and itching scalp are 

making you uncomfortable and bringing 
you face to face with the thing that all men 
dread—baldness—then here’s the best news 
you've had in many a day. For Science has 
at last discovered a product—a marvelous 
liquid—that will quickly 
= falling hair, do away 
wit dandruff, itching 
scalp and—provided _ the 
roots of your hair are not 
totally dead—speedily 
bring your hair back to 
rich, luxurious growth. 
I am not guessing or 


tively guaranteed. 


hats, humid indoor atmospheres, general 
nervous tension under which most men live 
and work today—all do their part towards 
poor health of scalp and resulting hair 
troubles. Indeed, many scientists say that 
in another two or three generations all men 
over 40 will be bald. This may be true if 
men continue to neglect 
their hair and scalp, but now 
that Science has found a 
way to counteract these con- 
ditions, no man need fear 
baldness if he will just ap- 
ply this marvelous remedy 
before it is too late. 


Hairgro is the most potent peotast 
of this nature that Science has ever 


theorizing. I know wliere- 
of I speak. I have been 
experimenting with hair 
culture for years and 
years. I have tried and 
tested every known hair 
stimulant and tonic recog- 


MILADY! If you are tired of your 

bob’” and want to grow it quickly 
“back to normal’’—or if your hair 
is thin and seraggly and you want 
the thick, fluffy hair that Fashion 


known. It is an ethical prepara- 
tion, based on simple, harmless 
ingredients that cannot affect the 
hair or scalp in any way, except 
to benefit them. It is absolute y 
neutral in color and will not affect 
the shade of the hair in any way. 
It merely gives back te the hair 
and scalp the things that modern 


; demands—here is your opportunity. 
nized by Science. And I Hairgro is the most wonderful day life has taken from them. It 
say without reservation — of —— ever known is to this virtue more than any- 
that this new discovery ening the hair, Hairgro rids the pen yy its remarkable 
will do more to nourish scalp, of dandruff, fluff out dead 
. an stless hair and gives it won- airgro 1s easy to apply—jus 
the scalp, quicken the drous light and sheen. And it is our on the hair ss — 
growth and beautify the so easy to apply —just five minutes going to 
a edtime. oney bac! you 
than any previously are ‘not delighted with results. rub the scal for 
nown preparation. n't put it off—you don’t even stops itching and other discom- 


From the very first day, 
when you begin to spray 
your hair and massage 
your scalp with Hairgro, 
you will see and feel new 
your scalp and hair. Be- vo 
fore you have finished 


have to pay in advance. Just sign 
and mail the coupon in the lower 
right hand corner. 
NOTE TO WIVES: If your 
husband’s hair is falling out 
or getting thin in spots, order growing agent you would get 
this remarkable treatment for 
life,’ new vitality in risk. Results are positive and 


fort and leaves the scalp delight- 
fully clean and refreshed. Indeed, 
even if Hairgro didn’t have such 
remarkable properties as a hair- 


more than your money’s worth 
from it as a general cleanser and 
eradicator of dandruff. But please 
you get your don’t confuse this exceptional 
product with ordinary tonics or 


You take no 


the first bottle the differ- 

ence will be apparent. Your scalp will be 
clean and healthy; your coat collar will no 
longer be ‘‘decorated”’ with dandruff; your 
hair will gradually quit falling out, and soon 
stop entirely; your hair will become thick, 
lustrous and full of life. 

These results are guaranteed. I want that 
under.tood. For it is only by such a guaran- 
tee that I can show my unbounded faith in 
this remarkable discovery. 


Where there is a need, Science 
finds a way 


Modern conditions make it harder every 
day for men to keep their hair. Tight fitting 


shampoos. It is as different from 
them as night from day—in ac- 
tion, in application, in results 


Not for sale, but sent to 


you direct 


McGowan’s Hairgro is not offered for sale through 
drug stores, for I insist that this a be shipped, 
freshly compounded, direct from the laboratory to the 
user. The vital elements in this remarkable fluid 
evaporate rapidly when kept standing for any length 
of time. It would not be possible for it to retain its 
efficiency if it were to remain long on retail shelves. 
Therefore I distribute my di: sate: | by parcel post 
only, shipping in every instance the same day the 
liquid is compound 

Naturally the lonielientn that go into a product of 
this kind are very expensive, and for a time we had 
to sell Hairgro for much more than we do now. But 
it has had such a ee reception from men and 


women everywhere, and so many thousands who 
tried it once continued to order time and again, 
that now volume production enables us to offer this 
remarkable hair grower and revitalizer at a new low 
price—$1.87. Never before have we offered this pro- 
dutt at such a price and it is only by selling in tre- 
mendous quantities that we can afford to do this now. 
There is no better time than the present to start the 
use of Hairgro. In the fall and early winter the 
productive glands in the human body are functioning 
at their fullest efficiency—and Nature will cooperate 
with Hairgro to the utmost in yielding the finest 
results for you. 

Whether your hair is thick or thin, whether it is just 
beginning to fall out or is practically gone, don’t put 
off relief another day. Just so the roots of your hair 
are not entirely dead, Hairgro will soon stimulate 
the hair to healthy, normal growth, do away with 
dandruff, stop itching scalp and help you keep a 
handsome, healthy head of hair all your life. 


Send no money—just mail 
the coupon 


There is no formality for you to go through; no “red 
tape” or long delay. I do not even ask that you send 
any money. Just fill out and mail the coupon. In 
a few days the tman will bring your bottle— 
and then simply deposit with him $1.87 plus a few 
cents postage. Then your hair worries are at an end. 
If Hairgro does not do all we say it will; if it does not 
quickly stop falling hair, make your hair much thicker 
and better looking; if it does not eradicate dandruff 
and stop itching scalp—then the cost of the treatment 
is on us. Merely return the unused portion and we 
will cheerfully refund the purchase price. 

But don’t put it off. The longer you wait, the harder 
it will be to get your hair back in perfect shape. 
Falling hair is the forerunner of baldness—and once 
the roots of your hair are dead it will be too late. Don't 
take a chance; don’t put it off. Act now and save 
your hair and good looks! Mail the coupon today. 


M. J. McGowan, Chief Chemist 
McGOWAN LABORATORIES 
CHICAGO 


COU 


The McGowan Laboratories 

710 West Jackson Bivd., ‘Dept. 114, Chicago, Il. 
Gentlemen: I am willing to let you prove, at your 
risk, that Hairgro will stop falling hair, thicken 
and revitalize it, eradicate dandruff, stop itching 
scalp and promote general health of my scalp and 
hair. You may send me a bottle at once and when 
it is delivered I will deposit with the postman 
$1.87 (plus a few cents postage). It is understood 
that if I am not delighted with results in every way 
I may return the unused portion and you will refund 
the purchase price. 


NOTE: If likely to be out when postman calls, 
you may remit $2.00 and Hairgro will be sent 
postpaid. 
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“What would I do 
if I lost my job?” 


UPPOSE your employer notified you that he 
didn’t need you any longer? Have you any 
idea where you could get another position? 

Don't have this spectre of unemployment hanging 
over your head forever. Train yourself to do some 
one thing so well that your services will be in de- 
mand. Employers don’t discharge such men. They 
promote them! 

Decide today that you are going to get the spe- 
cialized training you must have if you are ever 
going to get—-and keep—a real job at a real sal- 
ary. It is easy if you really try. 

Right at home, in the spare time that now goes 
to waste, you can prepare for 
the position you want in the 
work you like best. For the 
International Correspondence 
Schools will train you, just as 
they are training thousands of 
other men. 

At least find out how, by 
marking and mailing the cou- 
pon printed below. There's 
no cost or obligation, and it 
takes only a moment of your 
time, but it may be the means 
of changing your whole life. 


Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

Box 6259-C, Scranton, Penna. 

Without cost or obligation, please send me one of your 
booklets and tell me how I can qualify for the position 
or in the subject before which I have marked an X: 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
|Business Management Salesmanship 
Industrial Management Advertising 
Personnel Organization Better Letters 
Traffic Management Show Card Lettering 
Business Law Stenography and 
Banking and Banking Law Business English 


Accountancy (including C.P.A.) |) Civil Service 

Nicholson Cost Accounting Railway Mail Clerk 
Bookkeeping Cemmon School Subjects 
Private Secreta High School Subjects 
Spanish French Lilustrating 


TECHNICAL AND COURSES 
Electrical Engineering 
Electric Lighting 
Mechanical Engineer 
Mechanica! Draftsman 
Machine Practice 
Railroad P 
Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and Mapping 

ining 


ect 
Blue Prints 
Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer 
Chemistry 0 P’ 
Automobile Work 
Airplane Engines 


Metallurgy Agriculture and Poultry 
Steam Mathematics 
Name. 
Street 3-6-24 
State. 


Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon t the 
International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, 
Montreal, Canada 


200 Sheets $] 00 
100 


PAID 
ash ot grade, clear bond 


es. T is Plate 
for 


ood tas' 
your friend's Dame. monogram if preferred. 
Just send $1.00(west of Denver and eatete’ U.S. 


and this 
of stationery will come by return postage repaid. 


cked ina sturdy blue box. Please 


National Stationery Co., 1918 Lincoln Highway, Batavia, Illineir, 
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| “Too kind,” suggested the plain-clothes 
man who had come to arrest me. 

“What do you mean? 

| The plain-clothes man 
shoulders. 

“Tell it to the jury.” 

“Are you going to arrest me?” 

you going toa 

“Surely.” 

“But I didn’t do it.” 
“Orders is orders.” 
“But I didn't murder him. 

I -gave him the right medicine. 
Swear to it.’ 

“Better not talk, miss. And come along.” 
“Why don’t you accuse Martin?” 
“They're bringing him along, too.” 
But Martin established beyond the 

shadow of a doubt that he had been at 
his sister's all day. Clearly no blame 
could fall on him. I grew panicky. 

“Mr. Brandeis said he heard someone 
moving about?” I recalled that conversa- 
tion of his suddenly. 

“Then you have seen a lawyer?” 

“Lawyer? No!” I gasped. 

“I'd advise you to consult one, then.” 
The smile which accompanied the remark 
was sarcastic. 

After that I was duly accused and tried. 


shrugged his 


I even looked. 
I can 


Now where did I stand? A _ branded 
criminal! For not even the jury which 
had freed me believed me innocent. They 


believed only that I had not been proved 
guilty. 

I made no attempt to secure work, 
though goodness knows I needed it badly, 
| for I was _in debt as well as penniless. 

But who would want a nurse that gave 
scale? Even those who might be gener- 
| ous enough to believe it was a mistake, 
| would not dare to take the chance of that 
| 


| mistake being repeated. And I had thought 

I stood on a firm foundation; that I could 
always take care of myself, own 
that I need look to no man for 
anything. And here I was, penniless, in 
| debt, without a job or prospects of one. 
All my long weary years of training gone 
for nothing! Well, I was pretty. 

Then Ambrose Hilton's letter had come, 
and this opportunity. Was it charity? 
shrank from that idea. But he had men- 
tioned illness even in his note. And he 
had assured me he was not afraid of my 
poison—only my beauty! The old fool! 
Well, it was that or nothing. And I had 
| not yet reached the point where I could 

face the “nothing.” 


earn my 
living; 


HAT did it matter? One old man 
was as easy or as hard to take care of 
as another. Ambrose Hilton might be crab- 


| by, an old fool, but so were many, many 
| other men of his age. But he had wealth. 
| The place was comfortable, luxurious 
leven. I would not have to worry about 
| delayed wages. I could pay off my debts. 
| But there was Richard Hilton! My 
| heart skipped a beat—I would scarcely 
ever see him; never, perhaps. He hated 


me so bitterly that he would keep out of 
my way on his visits to his uncle. No! 
Richard Hilton would cause me no trouble. 

Again the tall, lean valet opened the 
door for me. Whatever he thought was 
well hidden within his long, thin, horse- 
like face. I. felt:somehow that this man 
did not like me. Perhaps he was afraid 


of my poison. 
| “Mr. Hilton is engaged,” he informed 
|me. “He left instructions that you were 


to be shown to your room.” He picked up 
| my bag gingerly. 

| “Tt won't explode!” I felt like snapping 
it out, but instead, I said it with my 
| pleasantest smile. He looked at me quickly 

| then straightened, and carried the bag in 


” 


his most dignified manner to a room at the 
far end of the hall. 

It was-a small room, but most attractive. 
Gay little flowers ran riot over the paper. 
An east window caught:the morning sun 
light, but green: cretonne drapes subdued 
it. The: furniture was greyish velour, 
gayly upholstered. There were no pictures, 
save a_ silver-framed:' photograph of 
Richard Hilton, standing alone and’ for- 
gotten on the dressing-table. I ‘snatched 
it up. - My first impulse was to dash. it to 
the floor; my second thought was to ring 
and have the valet take it at once to Mr. 
Hilton. But that, I decided hastily, would 
be foolish and rude. I could take it-out 
to him myself when I went. I laid: it, 
face downward, on the dressing-table. 
And somehow, I forgot to take it with me 
when I went on duty. 

I unpacked my scanty belongings; hung 
my extra uniforms and two dresses in the 
tiny closet, where they rustled stiffly; 
opened another white door curiously, and 
there was the most perfect of tiny private 
baths, white-tiled and glistening. 


OUGHT tobe happy here,” I told 
myself, and fought to keep back those 
ever ready tears. 


Reveling in the luxury about me, I 
dressed slowly. It was half an hour later 
when I left the room, arrayed in pro- 


fessional white, a fresh cap on my head, 
soundless shoes on my feet. 

I approached the sun-room where he was 
sitting, warming his old bones. He was 
half-reclining, gazing out at the blue sky, 
so he did not see me at once. He was 
talking to another man, a younger man, 
whose back was toward me. 

“Not necessarily,’ Ambrose Hilton was 
saying. 

“Possibly not. I will be leaving here in 
a few months time at most,” replied the 
other, and my heart almost stopped beat- 
ing; “I am still trying to persuade Amy 
to hurry up the wedding, but she has her 
mind made up for an October wedding; 
says she prefers the autumn colors for 
decoration, and here it is, only June.” 

His voice trailed off. I stood frozen to 
the spot. I did not know he was engaged. 
To whom? 

“She is a stubborn little thing,” 
mented old Ambrose Hilton. 

“No,” Richard Hilton’s voice was cold, 
“not stubborn; merely determined—strong, 
if you choose. We need a iew women in 
this country of ours of strong wills, 
morality, and courage.” 

“He’s off again,” Ambrose Hilton mur- 
mured to the upper, empty air. “Dickie, 
when you lay off this crusade stuff, you’re 
a real fellow.” 

“I detest your use of slang.” Richard 
Hilton reproved his uncle, irritably. is 
undignified in one of your age.” 

“Dickie, I know I’m ancient, and a 
but don’t rub it in.” 

Richard Hilton shifted uncomfortably. 

“We seemed to have strayed from the 
main topic.” 


com- 


fool, 


“Which was, or rather, who was, as 
usual, Amy Fulton.” 

“As fine a woman as ever walked the 
earth.” 

“Do you know, Dickie Ambrose 
Hilton straightened slightly pa" I thought 
he half caught sight of me “some- 


how, I can never think of Amy Fulton as 
being fine. “She is too pert to suit me, too 
self-satisfied. I prefer a woman to be tall, 
blond, ‘sensitive.’ 

“Like this Alice Cointier that you threaten 
to engage; this prostitute; this killer of 
decent men.” 

[Turn to page 90] 
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You’ll say so, too, after you try 
Boncilla Clasmic Beautifier. 

Just spread on this blue-gray magic 
balm —then relax and rest. 

In twenty minutes—tired nerves 
are soothed, taut muscles relax, and 
lines that might become wrinkles are 
smoothed away. 


Clasmic 


Beautifier 


Makes the skin soft and smooth, elimi- 
nates pimples and blackheads, dispels sal- 
lowness, enlarged pores and excess oil. 

Use Boncilla Beautifier twice a week. For 
the daily toilette; Boncilla Cold and Vanish- 
ing Creams and Boncilla creamed Face 
Powder. 

Each of these products may be purchased 
separately. The Pack O’ Beauty contains 
introductory sizes of all four items at 50c. 
For greatest convenience and economy, ask 
for Ideal Set No. 37, containing full sized 

ckages of all four—and a FREE cake of 

ncilla Beauty Soap. At all toilet counters. 


Special Offer-Test Package-10c 


8.8.—11-25 


Boncilla Laboratories, Inc 
Indianapolis, Indiana. 

Send me your Special Test Package containing 
liberal trial sizes of all four items in the complete 
Boneilla Method, for which I enclose 10c. 


NEW VEST POCKET 
ADDING MACHINE 


ADDS - SUBTRACTS 


MULTIPLIES - DIVIDES 
Does all the work of a $300.00 machine, 
yet fits the vest pocket. Easy to operate 
any kind of figuring ina jiffy. The % 
neatest and best constructed portable adding machine made, 
Counts Clear Up to 999,999,999 
Total visible at all times. A pull of the finger clears it. 
Invaluable to anyone who uses figures. Saves many times 
its cost by preventing 
ho money. 
10 Days’ Trial name and 
address and we will send machine t= 
paid. Pay tman on delivery $2.95. Use it 
Zm 10 days to prove it does all we claim. Your 
m money backif not perfectly satisfied.Don’t 
be fooled by cheap imitations. Order your 
Ve-Po-Ad now from this ad. 
Reliable Adding Machine Corp. , Dept. 518 
184 W. Washington St., Chicago, Ill. 
money er. Everybody wants 
id profit. Write for s offer, 


Ambrose Hilton straightened abruptly. 

“When does Amy intend to announce the 
engagement ?” 

“Not until September. And remember, 
Uncle Ambrose, it is a dead secret, to be 
mentioned to no one.” 

“I’m sorry.” I came forward. I should 
have stopped them sooner, but somehow 
there had been no opportunity. “Is there 
anything you wish, Mr. Hilton?” 
| I tried to appear calm, professional. My 
| voice was under control, at least, though 
| what my eyes showed, I do not know. I 
completely ignored Richard Hilton. He 
sprang to his feet, upsetting his chair. 

“You here?” he glowered at me. 

“T am not a ghost,” I replied. 

He scowled, noticing my uniform. 

“Here! In my uncle’s house—as a 
nurse!” 

“That is my profession,” I told him. 

“But—but—here! And you—you-—— 

“The jury found me innocent,” I in- 
formed him, sarcastically. 

He turned to the other man. 


NCLE AMBROSE. You haven't 

dared—not really? I thought you 
were only joking, threatening. Surely you 
do not mean to keep her—here ?” 

“Why not? I need a nurse. Pete is 
negligent in many things. She is a capable 
one, I am sure.” 

“Capable!” sneered Richard Hilton, and 
in that one word and that laugh was a 
world of bitterness. “Capable of many 
things, I grant you.” 

He flung out of the room. 

Hastily, I stooped to pick up a magazine 
that had fallen face downward on the 
floor. There was silence for a long time 
between Ambrose Hilton and myself. 
Finally I spoke. 

“Why does he insist so?” I asked, and 
raised my eyes pitifully to the older man. 

He was lying back again, gazing at me 
with pity in his eyes. 

“You poor child! I do not understand 
myself, unless it is that he is piqued at 
losing your case. It was quite famous, 
you know.” 

“No one knows better,” I answered 
bitterly. 

“I hope he will not make it too hard 
for you,” said Ambrose Hilton, still pity- 
ingly. 

“Too hard for me? How can he?” I 
was regaining my composure somewhat. 
“T will keep out of his way hereafter. 
He doesn’t come to see you so very often, 
does he?” 

I looked at him beseechingly. My heart 
was still bleeding from his recent en- 
counter. I was not anxious to see the hate 
in Richard Hilton’s eyes again soon, and 
yet—and yet—— 

Ambrose Hilton shook his head. 

“You poor child,” he said again, “I 
supposed of course you knew. Richard 
lives here, in this apartment, with me.” 

It did not take me long to discover 
which was Richard Hilton’s room. A\l- 
though my duties did not take me near it, 
I slipped in one day while Ambrose Hilton 
was sleeping. The same face stared at me 
from half a dozen photographs, three or 
four on the wall, a miniature on his desk, 
a large, silver-framed picture on _ his 
dressing-table. I picked that one up and 
gazed at it for a long time. 

Dark, I should judge, tiny, thin at least, 
but possibly fairly tall. A hard face, I 
judged at first, but I changed that opinion 
to merely selfish. The lips smiled, but the 
eyes did not, and even about the smiling 
lips was a look of determination. Where 
I got the impression of selfishness from 


” 


only a photograph, I could not say, but it 


The Ancient Fool 


[Continued from page 88 | 


was a very definite impression. Yet she 
was pretty in a way, only too thin. I put 
the picture down slowly. 

A footstep behind me, a gruff voice, 
angrily: 

“What are you doing in here?” 

I whirled, thinking to face Pete, and 
stared into the menacing eyes of Richard 
Hilton. 

“Why—why——” I gasped, “you here 
now? This time of day?” 

“IT am not a ghost,” he retorted, using 
my own words. For an instant I thought 
I saw a flicker of amusement in his eyes, 
but anger promptly wiped it out. “I 
repeat, what are you doing in here?” 

“Why—I—I 

“Snooping! Just plain snooping! I'll 
thank you to leave my things alone, par- 
ticularly this.” He almost snatched the 
photograph from my reach. 

“I'm sorry; | don't think I harmed it 
any.” 

There was a tense silence. 

“If women like you—” I flung up my 
head at that. 

“Women like me!” I retorted. “Let me 
tell you, Mr. Richard Hilton, if there 
were a few more women like me, the 
world would be a better place.” 

I flung from the room, then. It was 
only later in the afternoon that I learned 
how Richard Hilton had taken my flash 
of temper. 

Old Ambrose was in high spirits after 
his nap. I brought him an egg-nog, and 
as he sipped it he chuckled. He all but 
patted me on the hand. 

“My dear, my dear,” he said gleefully, 
“between us, we'll make a man of Dickie 
yet.” 

I must have looked bewildered. I know 
I felt so. 

“He told me this afternoon about—” 
continued old Ambrose, “about the little 
spat you two had. That’s the stuff, my 
dear. Give it to him good. Show a little 
temper. We all like it, even though we 
are afraid of it. Better show a little 
spirit, a little fire, even though it is 
unpleasant, than this eternal iciness.” 

“T’m not icy,” I responded. 

“No, no, not you, my dear. I was think- 
ing of this woman Richard plans to marry, 
this Amy Fulton, the human iceberg. No, 
indeed, not you! Dickie told me you burst 
forth into a passion, and told him that 
the world would be a better place if there 
were a few more women like you.” Old 
Mr. Hilton burst forth into uproarious 
laughter as though he could no longer 
control his mirth. 

“What is so funny?” I was ashamed 
of that outburst now, and a little curious 
that it should so please Ambrose Hilton. 

“Funny? You ask that? And you 
know what he thinks of you.” 


HAT I am a poisoner of men?” I 

aSked in a low voice. At every twist 
and turn that accusation pointed its finger 
at me. 

“Precisely. Of old men, perhaps, but 
at any rate, of men. To his understanding, 
your retort meant that the world would 
be a better place if it were rid of a few 
oi us old fools.” 

Again he burst into laughter. 

“Oh, but I didn’t mean that,” I gasped. 

“Of course, you didn’t, my dear. But 
perhaps it’s true, even so.” 

“But it isn’t true, Mr. Hilton!” I 
was aghast. 

He leaned toward me suddenly; some- 
thing strange glittered in his eye. 

“Then you think there is a place in the 
world for old men... that we are not 
utterly—worthless ?” 
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“Why, yes, of course—no, certainly 
not!” I was badly confused, and cast 
about hurriedly in my mind for a topic 
to swing the conversation. One presented 
itself with surprising quickness. “Tell 
me more about this Miss Fulton whom 
your nephew is to marry.” 

“Remember that is not yet public news,” 
he reminded me. 

“Scarcely necessary for me to remem- 
ber that. I never see anyone to tell it to, 
other than you, Pete, and occasionally 
Mr. Richard Hilton himself.” 

Again the look of pity, and something 
more I did not quite understand. 
put out his arms to me. 
them abruptly. 


“Amy?” he asked. “A _ selfish little 
prig.” 

“Do you know her well?” I asked, sur- 
prised. 

“Well enough. She’s been after 
Dickie a long time.” 

“After him!” I showed my surprise, 
plainly. 


“Oh, not that she’d admit that. Nor 
Dickie, either. But it’s true, neverthe- 
less. I’ve seen her maneuvers. Oh, she’s 
clever—clever and cold. But let me tell 
you: if Dickie hadn’t the expectation of 
my wealth—she probably hopes I'll be 
dead by October—and growing fame of 
his own, she’d never marry him. That’s 
the reason she hates you, my dear. You 


were the cause of Dickie losing a very 


famous case.” 

“Does she hate me? I didn’t suppose 
she even knew I existed.” 

“Ah, yes. No doubt she helped poison 
Dickie’s mind against you. He certainly 
does not see you in your true light. He 
hates you, too, and how he can is more 
than I know. Only, since he has been 
engaged to our dear little Amy has 
he ‘gone around ranting against home- 
wreckers.” Ambrose Hilton’s 
twinkled. “I think he has a dandy little 
homre-wrecker on his own hands, but cf 
course, he won't listen to that. But you 
wait and watch and see. You can’t bam- 
boozle an old man, even if he is an 
ancient fool.” 


Y do you call yourself such names,” 

I must relieve my pent-up feelings, 

somehow, and a protest to Ambrose Hilton 

was as good a way as any. “You are 
not ancient, and certainly not a fool.” 

He shook his head sadly. 

“Yes, my dear, I am old, old and weary, 
and was and always will be a fool—over 
pretty women, like you!” 

The evenings were the hard parts of 
the days. In the morning I was busy, 
preparing trays, straightening rooms, 
generally lending a woman’s touch to this 


bachelor establishment. Afternoons I 
was free. Often I went for a walk or 
to the library; occasionally, a picture 


show, though I was still sensitive about 
appearing in _ public. However, the 
Brandeis’ murder trial was now two 
months old, and practically forgotten. 
Soon I would mean no more than the 
usual passerby. Then came dinner-time, 
the one bright spot in the day. Ambrose 
Hilton insisted that I eat at the table 
with him and his nephew. And though 
Richard was often away, still there was 
always the possibility of seeing him, and 
in the last two weeks he had appeared 
almost every night, immaculate, wonder- 
ful to look at. Lately, too, he chatted and 
laughed with me, as though he were 
slowly coming to believe that I was a 
human being, and not a harpie. Indeed, 
dinner time was the one bright hour in 
my day. But after that one bright spot, 
stretched the long dreary hours of the 
evening. Richard was always away. I 


I drew back, wondering what he meant. | 


He hali | 
Then he dropped | 
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“Did We Meet 
in a Persian Garden?” 


ERE we truly in your living room last 
night? Or did we meet in a Persian 
Garden? What was the faint breath of en- 
chantment that lingered always in the room? 
What was the spell that made you seem so 
bewitchingly mysterious??? 
FROM HER DIARY: 


SAW his eyes search the room strange- 

ly. He looked at me, too, as if he 
saw something new about me. I wonder 
if it was the temple incense? 


fo camera of the days of the Arabian Nights knew 
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Winter Hat? 


You can easily learn Millinery 
during spare minutes in your 
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Write immediately for free Milli- 
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sons from this wonderful course. 
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You have no idea how much your bob can be 
improved with the “tiny tint” Golden Glint 
Shampoo will give it. If you want a bob like that 
I have in mind, buy a package and see for your- 
self. Atall drug stores, or send 25¢ direct to 
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Golden Glint 


Corner Your Pictures-aibum 
keep them safe and 


A 14-Kt. white gold filled wrist 
watch or a beautiful man’s watch 
or your choice of any of the vari- 
ous gifts listed in our catalogue 


without a penny’s cost to you for 


devoting a few hours of your 
spare time in selling our deli- 
cious high-grade candy to your 
friends and acquaintances. 
Write today for our FREE 
Premium Book giving full infor- 
mation how you can secure one 
of these fine gifts. 
REPUBLIC TRADING CO. 
25 W. Broadway New York, N. Y. 
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Precious Perfume 
in the World 


IEGER’S FLOWER DROPS are un- 
like anything you have ever seen be- 
fore. The very essence of the flowers them- 

selves, made withoutalcohol. Foryears the favorite 
of women of taste in society and on the stage. 


The regular price is $15.00 an ounce, but for 20c 
you can obtain a miniature bottle of this per- 
fume, the most precious in the world. When the 
sample comes you will be delighted to find that 
you can use it without extravagance. It is so highly 
concentrated that the delicate odor from a single 
drop will last a week. 


Sample 
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vial of Rieger’s Flower 
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new perfume. 
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played cribbage with old Ambrose, or 
read to him—market reports, perhaps, or 
old dry books. Once I suggested a love- 
story to him. 

“No, thanks,” he had replied, grinning, 
“T like my. love affairs first hand. This 
canned stuff is flat.” 

* I did not repeat the suggestion. I was 
growing a little afraid of old Ambrose. 
His eyes followed me so strangely wher- 
ever I moved; and once, he snatched my 
hand when I came near him, and kissed 
it eagerly. But he did not repeat that! 

But much to my surprise, one Wednes- 
day evening, Richard Hilton got up from 
the dinner table, and made no move to- 
ward leaving the house. Old Ambrose 
noted this, too. 

“Not going out tonight?” he asked. 

“No—I guess not. Have some reading 
to do.” 

“Gracious heavens! Prop up the roof!” 
exclaimed old Ambrose. “Had a quarrel 
with Amy?” 

“Not exactly.” 

My heart was beating quickly, but the 
next words of the old man calmed it. 

“Stay in if you like, but you are not 
to disturb Miss Alice and me. Evenings 
are our own private property.” 

Richard nodded. 

“I'll be in my room, if there’s anything 
you want.” 

“Want! Don’t stay here on_ that 
account. What my nurse can’t: do, 
Petronious will.” 

“Why has Pete such a queer name?” I 
asked idly, as Ambrose and I settled to 
cribbage. He chuckled. 

“Poor old Pete—that’s short for 
Petronious. Haven't I told you that I 
often compare myself to that ancient 
fool of Rome, Nero? Petronious was his 
henchman. It is a fancy of mine. I 
thought first that I would dub this man 
Tigellinus, but that would be shortened 
to Tige—and that sounds like a dog’s 
name. No, Petronious was the better 
selection.” 

“Then Pete isn’t his name at all!” I 
exclaimed in astonishment. 

“No—no,” then slowly; “I believe I can 
trust you with his secret. You and 
Richard are the only ones that know. 
He is an ex-convict. His real name I 
never knew, only one of several aliases. 
What does it matter? Pete fits him 
splendidly.” 

“W hy,’ I gasped, “aren’t you afraid of 
him ?’ 

“Afraid? No. He was in for theft. 
His job was being a butler. Bad com- 
bination. How could he get 'a start with 
only a prison recommendation? One ad- 
vantage of Richard’s position, I do get in 
first hand touch with some # these fel- 
lows.” 

“Why, Mr. Hilton,” I gasped. This 
was a new light entirely on his disposition. 
“You're a regular philanthropist.” 

He shook his head a little sadly. 


MY dear, only a lonely old 
experimenting in human values. And 
it is surprising at times how high the stock 
runs. I haven’t missed so much as a 
silver spoon in the two years Pete’s been 
here. He’s as faithful as a dog. Per- 
haps Tige would have suited him better.” 
He smiled a strange, whimsical smile that 
was rare on his lips. 

“And is that why you have taken me 
in?” 

He shook his head slowly. The crib- 
bage game was forgotten, neglected. 

“No, my dear. There was another 
reason. Would you like to know it?” 

“Yes.” 

“It may hurt your vanity.” 

I smiled wryly. 

He was silent for a long time. Then 
a different Ambrose Hilton seemed to 
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speak, the real man, perhaps, differen: 
iudeed from the facetious, cynical old 
man the world knew. 

“You know, though perhaps you dv 
not, that I have never married. But 
I loved once—ah—very deeply, so deep! 
that although the hurt healed, the scar 
still burns at times. And I am an old, 
old man.” 

“What happened?” I asked softly. 

He sighed. 

“We were to be married, and on the 
eve of our wedding, she died .... was 
killed . . . . an accident. She died in m) 
arms. She was very beautiful. I stil! 
cannot talk of it.” 

“But that was so long ago,” I protested 


O LONG ago,” he echoed. “For years 

I thought I had forgotten, but of late, 
memories seemed more alive than realities. 
And when I saw you, you reminded me 
of her, my dear, ah, very much.” 

He scrutinized me. 

“Do you really look like her, I_ wonder, 
or is it just an old man’s fancy ?” 

He got up suddenly, knocking the crib- 
bage board to the floor, and walked to 
an old mahogany desk, beautifully carved 
that stood in the corner. He pressed 
spring in the leg, and a small door swung 
open. 

“T am letting you in on all my secrets 
tonight,” he said. “Even Dickie does not 
know of this.” 

He came slowly back across the room, 
carrying in his hand a small miniature. 

“Very like, very like, indeed.” He held 
out the ivory. 

Even I could see a resemblance, though 
it seemed a faint one to me. 

He sat down beside me and took my 
hand. 

“It takes me back. Sometimes I dream 
that you are she. Wild fancies, I grant. 
But -you are learning to know me as she 
did—my badness, my few good spots. 
And you treat me as she did—gently, 
always gently. You couldn't, could you, 
marry an old man and make him happy 
in the few years he has left? I would 
not demand much, and you would be well 
paid in the end, for I am a rich man.” 

“Oh, Mr. Hilton,” I protested. 

“T would not ask much,” he repeated, 
“but this way I may lose you to some 
young whipper-snapper, like Dickie, for 
instance.” 

“No danger,” I said bitterly. 

“T could not bear that, now that I have 
found you again. Oh, Anne, I need you 
so, now in my old age.” 

“My name is Alice,” I reminded him 
gently. 

“Ah, yes. Hers was Anne,” 

“But I will never leave you,” I said. 

“Promise!” he demanded fiercely. 

“T promise.” 

And as he turned to replace the minia- 
ture, I fled. 

Just outside the door, I collided in the 
dim passageway with Richard Hilton. 

“Oh,” I gasped startled, “I forgot you 
were home.” 

He grasped me roughly by the arm. 
His face was close to mine. His eyes 
glittered. 

“You she-devil!” 

I tried to wrench my self free. 

“What do you mean? 

“T heard the vile promise you made my 
uncle. Think you can rope him in as 
you did poor old Jim Brandeis, get his 
money and kill him. Not while I’m here. 
I'll see you in hell first.” 

I jerked my arm from his grasp then. 

“Your uncle asked me to marry him to- 

I refused. Your money is perfectly 
I was rigid with anger. 

“Money! Who wants his money, ex- 
cept persons like you. I'll pay you, and 
pay you well to leave him alone. But 
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remember, if any harm comes to him, 
nothing can save you—not even your 
beautiful body.” 

I would have struck him then, but he 
went on into the room where his uncle 
was. 

In my own room, { roiled up my sleeve. 
On the white flesh of my upper arm, a 
black and blue mark was slowly darkening. 

And I thought that Richard Hilton had 
spent the evening at home because of my 
attraction ! 

The next night, I had just settled 
comfortably to sleep when Pete knocked 
on my door. It must have been between 
eleven-thirty and midnight, because I had 
read until after eleven, and had just 
dropped asleep when the knock came. 
Instantly I was wide awake. 

“What is it, Pete?” I asked. 

“Mr.. Hilton, Miss. He’s having a bad 


you ‘phoned the doctor?” I 

asked, throwing myself into my negligee. 

“Yes, Miss. He was out on another 

call, but Mrs. Hadley said she’d reach 
him.” 

“Hadley.” I gasped, then said no more 
when I observed Pete’s strange expres- 
sion. How stupid of me that I had not 
thought to ask who Ambrose Hilton’s 
physician was before I came on the case. 
But then, my wits were benumbed these 
days. Besides, Ambrose Hilton had hired 
me in a rather hasty, irregular way. His 
case did not call for a doctor’s attention, 
only a nurse’s care. And | had never 
thought to ask. 

Hadley! Dr. John Hadley! The one 
who had testified against me the 
Brandeis’ case. Coming here! Was he 
a friend of the Hiltons? Of course he 
would be. He doctored all the wealthy 
men in this part of town. For a minute, 
the ugly thought flashed through my mind 
that Richard Hilton had _ bribed Dr. 
Hadley to testify against me. But in- 
stantly I put that thought from me. 
Richard Hilton might hate me, detest me, 
despise me, but he was upright, square, 
honest. Whatever he did would be fair. 
But the thought of him brought another 
question to my lips. 

“Mr. Richard Hilton? Is he in?” I 
asked Pete. 


gre !” We were now at the door of 
Ambrose Hilton’s room. “No, Miss. 
He went out this evening.’ 

“Can't you reach him?” I whispered. 

“IT called the Fulton residence. They 
said that he and Miss Amy were out, but 
that they would reach him, and deliver my 
message. to him.” 

Pete was a good sort. Certainly he 
had done all he possibly could do before 
calling me. 

I found Ambrose Hilton in great pain. 
Huge drops of sweat stood out on his 
forehead, his eyes were staring, his hands 
clenched. He was afraid to breathe. I 
did all I dared do. I gave him a small 
drink of spirits of ammonia. And _ then, 
sitting on the edge of the bed, I took his 
cold hands in_mine and began gently to 
rub them. Soon the pain apparently 
lessened, though he did not try to talk. 
But the tenseness in his face relaxed. He 
seemed easier. I drew a breath of relief, 
but watched him closely, wishing desper- 
ately that the doctor would come. 

Almost in answer to that wish, foot- 
falls sounded along the hall. I looked up, 
half-fearful, for I did not know in what 
way Dr. Hadley would meet me. 

There stood Ri iwrd Hilton. For a 
minute my heart hu. worse than Ambrose 
Hilton’s, for behind him stood a young 
woman-—tall, slender, icy. Amy Fulton! 
I almost spoke the nime aloud — — — 
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Eyes darkly divine, 
a heaven of dreams 


captivate all hearts because they are 
shadowed by long, dark, heavy lashes. 
It is the shadow of the lashes that 
lends the eyes their tantalizing depths 
and haunting mystery. 

Make your eyes irresistible by darken- 
ing your lashes with WINX. A deft 
touch or two and your lashes immedi- 
ately appear much longer and heavier. 
Your eyes at once take on enchanting 
new depth and beauty. 

WINX is a_ harmless waterproof 
liquid that neither runs nor, smears. 
It dries instantly and keeps your 
lashes lustrous for days. Brush at- 
tached to stopper of bottle. Com- 
plete, 75c, U. S. and Canada. Black 
and brown. 

WINXETTE (cake form) complete, 
with one-row brush and mirror, 50c. 
Black and brown. 

WINX and WINXETTE at drug and 
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Kissproof 
Lipstick 


IPS—LIPS— LIPS—AI- 
luring, Intriguing—beau- 
.  tiful beyond compare— 
the greatest charm of the 
woman who knows. Yours 
from the first time you allow 
this dainty, delicate subtle 
coloring to lend its glowing 
magic to your lips. And, its 
effect is not for half an hour 
or an hour but for the whole 
day and evening, because, it’s 
water proof —wear proof—stays 
on, whatever you do. Make 
the most of your beauty 
today. 


Delica 
Kissproof Rouge 


—will give your cheeks a 
softer, healthier, more deli- 
cate glow—it blends so per- 
fectly, it cannot be detected. 
Waterproof — moisture or 
constant powdering cannot 
remove it. The tissue cream 
base holds the color just 
where you want, until you 
remove it with soap and 
water or cream. 


Delica-Brow 


Long, sweeping lashes, dark 
and lustrous—lend sparkling 
brilliance and soft mystery to 
your eyes. Delica-Brow will 
instantly perform a transfor- 
mation which will amaze you. 
The world-renowned Delica 
Kissproof Lipstick, Delica 
Kissproof Rouge and Delica- 
Brow may be obtained at 
most good dealers at 50c each 
If yours cannot supply you 
accept no substitute, but send 
direct, or, send for free samples 


Delica cage Ine. S 


Delica Laboratories, Inc., Dept. 1328 
4003 Broadway, Chicago, Ill. 
Gentlemen: Please send me free samples [enoug' 
for one week] of Kissproof Lipstick, Kissproof 
Rouge, Delica-Brow and Kissproof Face Powder. I 
enclose 10c to cover packing and mailing 
0 Ivory or Cream CJ Brunette or Rachel 
White Flesh 


Check shade of powder 


| knew 


who would hand it down to his children 
and grandchildren as the gift of Mrs. 
Croony. Well, I'd show them. Id get 
another fellow just as soon as I could. 
Yes, I’d show them, but I didn’t dream 
that my chance would come quite so soon. 
After dinner, we were all in a flurry of 
excitement, getting curled and colored and 
pinned and tied and so forth, when sud- 
denly we heard a shriek, and Rose Abner, 
who was at that moment curling my room- 
mate’s hair, sank into a chair in a spasm 
of pain. With all operations momentarily 
suspended, we amateurishly administered 
what relief we could, but the terrible pains 
were not alleviated, so we called a doctor. 


E CAME immediately and pronounced 

it acute indigestion. After a bit he 
succeeded in relieving her to such a de- 
gree that she was resting quietly, and we 
rushed back to make up for lost time in 
dressing. 

One by one the girls were called for 
and departed, until at last, only Cora Leet, 
who had sprained her ankle, Rose, the in- 
valid, and myself, remained. I tried to 
appear unconcerned, and said of course Jim 
wouldn’t be there until late on account 
of that terrible detour road, but all the 
while I kept thinking of what Cora had said 
about the new car, and [ had grave fears 
that her prophesy was to be fulfilled. 

After what seemed an interminable wait, 
the bell rang, and my heart leaped. Jim 
had come. I ran down to the reception 
room just as a tall, handsome fellow was 
ushered in, but it was not my Jim. I was 
so disappointed that I couldn't say a word. 
Now I knew Jim wasn’t coming. Afraid 
of his old car, probably, just as Cora had 
said. How I wished that some good fairy 
would play the Cinderella story with me, 
and make this Prince Charming take me to 
the dance. Then I heard him asking for 
Miss Abner, and a wild hope was born in 
my heart. In her terrible pain, Rose had 
momentarily forgotten her escort, and here 
he was, with no one to take to the dance. 

I was so excited that I could never re- 
member just what happened, but the next 
thing | knew I was being whirled away 
with Rose’s wonderful looking man, in a 
big closed car. Talk about manners, he 
surely knew how to manipulate a conver- 
sation and bring in more subtle compliments 
to a girl in ten minutes than Jim could 
have in ten years. 

By the time we reached the hall, my head 
was completely turned. He was a much 
cleverer dancer than Jim, and I had all that 
I could do to follow gracefully. 

Before I realized it, it was 11:15, and I 
reminded my partner that I must be in at 
11:30. He only put his head a bit closer 
to mine than is considered good taste by 
Miss Weatherspoon, and whispered that he 
could dance on like this forever. At 11:20 
I noticed that nearly all the students had 
gone, and insisted upon leaving, as I well 
the fate of any girl who was not 
within these doors at the stipulated time. 

Though very loath to go, he eventually 
did so, and I inwardly breathed a prayer 
that he would drive fast, and not try to 
kiss me, as he was acting much more 
familiar than I liked. I looked at my 
watch—we had just six minutes. I peered 
out to see how much farther we had to go, 
and HORRORS! We had missed the turn 
and were going down an avenue leading out 
of town. I clutched my companion’s arm 
and told him of his mistake, but instead of 
turning around, he drove up to the curb and 
stopped. As he reached to dim the lights, 
panic gripped me. I seized his arm, but he 
tore it from me and placed it around my 


Six Minutes to Twelve 


(Continued from page 73) 


shoulders instead, pulling me toward him. 

“You didn’t think, did you,” he said with 
a fierce squeeze, “that such a butterfly as 
you could be taken straight home without a 
little bit o’ lovin’.” 

But my immediate situation seemed even 
more dangerous. Here | was, in a sparsely 
settled part of town, with a strange man, 
who showed, by his refusal to take mx 
home at my request, that he had very littk 
honor. Worse than this, he seemed sud- 
denly to lose his fine mannerisms and win- 
ning personality, and to become instead, a 
huge brute. I struggled to free myself, 
but in vain. 

The next few seconds seemed an eternity, 
and then I heard the most welcome - 
I have ever listened to in all my life 
believe to my dying day that the sound of 
howling brakes and sliding wheels will 
bring joy to my heart—and there beside 
us, a long, low-hung beauty of a yellow 
racer slid to a stop, and Jim leaped out. 

By this time, my gallant escort had re- 
leased me, and with a little “damn” under 
his breath, switched on his lights. But 
without waiting to tell him I had enjoyed 
a most pleasant evening, I sprang into the 
arms of Jimmie, and he half-carried, half- 
dragged, me to his car. 

“Oh, hurry,” I pleaded, although I knew 
in my heart that I was locked out already, 
for the steeple clock, revealed by the tardy 
moon, showed 11:45. As we raced along, 
he managed a few words about an accident 
on the detour road, Cora’s message that I 
had another man, (so that was the way she 
sent him down to me, the little cat!) his 
starting to return home, and then we were 
back at the school. I raced up the steps 
and frantically tried the door-—LOCKED! 
“Oh, Jimmie,” I cried, “I’ve got to get in; 
at midnight the hall-walker will look to 
see that each girl is in bed, and if I’m not 
there—well,” words failed, but he knew as 
well as I that it meant expulsion and dis- 
grace. 

“We'll try the fire-escape,” 
We did. Nothing doing. 

Then I had my bright idea. Oh, if only 
old Bingo, the janitor, were prowling about, 
Jim could knock him down, secure the keys, 
and let me in, but no need for such vio- 
lence. Old Bingo was safe and sound in 
bed. In bed! That phase and Jimmie’s 
inspiration came simultaneously. 


he whispered. 


ILDLY we raced to Bingo’s bugalow 

behind the school. He slept near an 
open window, and there, on a chair, lay 
his old coveralls. With the stealth of a 
cat, Jim clawed them out, together with 
his old slouch hat. In the light. I pulled 
them on over my blue chiffon—it would 
be ruined, but nothing mattered now 
except to be in my bed at MIDNIGHT. 
I frenziedly stuffed my wilful curls up 
under the old hat, and back we dashed. 
Jim outran me, and by the time I reached 
him, he had pulled off his oxfords. “Put 
‘em on,” he ordered. “Your janito 
don’t usually wear French-heeled, blue 
satin pumps.” 

“Now shuffle in just like old Bingo, and 
throw his things out of your window,” he 
said, as he helped my shaking fingers to 
unlock the door. 

Six minutes to twelve, and the moon 
saw old Bingo raise a tear- stained face, kiss 
Jimmie, whisper “I love you,” and dis- 
appear within doors. As the clock struck 
the first chime, she saw an old slouch hat, 
two shoes, and a coverall suit float silently 
down from old Room 13, and as it finished 
the twelfth, the hall-walker opened the 
door, peeped in, and saw me safe in bed, 
and fast asleep—maybe. 
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Primrose 


[Continued from page 35] 


“Amy!” It was a sort of wail. “Don’t 
talk about things. There'll be things after 
we're dead.” 

She stuck her needle in the middle of a 
blue flower and laid the pieces of organdy 
on the table. 

She clasped her hands loosely and leaned 
back in the big soft chair. 

“Amy, do you know about Dane?” she 
asked in a tired voice. 

My crochet hook jumped into the end 
of my forefinger and drew blood. I 
sucked the spot a moment and looked at 
her. 
A lily—wilted a bit for need of water. 
With water—ah, how proudly it would 
stand again! 

I felt trembly inside to think she would 
talk about it. She had always seemed 
so—sort of—sufficient unto herself, in a 
way. 

“Yes—I guess I know—a little,” I said. 
The words sounded raw. 

Then she told me some of the things 
I have already set down. 

... so I loved him enough to take 
the chance,” she said. “You know how 
I love him, Amy. And he loves me, very, 
very much. But he has seen some irresist- 
able eyes and he'll be all tangled up in 
them for awhile. You know how he used 
to be—threw his whole heart and soul 
into every wooing.” 

She smiled crookedly. 

“And you know how he always de- 
pended on me. Amy, I’ve thought it all 
out. I love him enough not to go back 
on him, whatever he does. After he 
tires of this girl, he'll want to come right 
straight back to me—won’t he?” 

I nodded. She was so—patient about it. 

“Is he worth it?” I asked bluntly. 


y= He'll never grow up—be mature. 
He still slings his hat—way in under 
the dining-table, sometimes. And I’ve 
always got to be around to pick it up. I 
want to be.” 

Her voice twisted a little. 

“He don’t realize,’ she went on after a 
bit, “he’s like a kid that runs out of the 
road to pick a flower when it knows its 
mother is in a hurry to catch a trolley. 
If the mother went on without it, it would 
cry and feel outraged.” 

She threw out her hands. It was like 
a shuddering of glistening lily leaves. 

“So—I can’t leave him, Amy. I can't. 
People will know, after a while—they’ll 
call me a fool. But I don’t care. I've 
had these wonderful years, and please God 
I w ill have more.’ 

“He don't deserve such loyalty,” I 
spouted, making believe I was still cro- 
cheting. 

“Wait till you love a man,” she said. 

“Me?” I flared. “Who would look at 
me? Just a dyed-in-the-wool, old-maid 
teacher with her hair getting gray in the 
front—” 

“But such a perfect dear,” broke in 
Linda. And then we both tried to 
laugh . 

Two—three months went by. Dane 
came home part of the time and Linda 
was the same shell of her lovely self. 

I remember one evening along the mid- 
dle of November. Linda looked Dane 
over at supper. Oh, the ache, the yearn- 
ing in her eyes, just for a moment. 

“Dear,” she said, “I think you are 
working too hard. Why don’t you take 
a week off and run down the shore where 
that funny old fisherman friend of yours 
has that cottage? You could fish and 
shoot ducks; it would do you good.” 

Working too hard! The words flayed 
him. I could see him cringe. He was 
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TRIAL BOTTLE FREE 


Hair 


—my easy, quick way 


HERE'S relief and joy for every 
gray haired person who will fill 


| snagged off a piece; 


| He breathed unsteadily. 


out and mail me the coupon. It | 


brings a free trial bottle of the 
famous laboratory preparation which so 
quickly and surely stops gray hair. 

Test as directed on a single lock, learn 
what it is, what it will do. Prove con- 
clusively that gray hair is an unneces- 
sary affliction—when simple home treat- 
ment so easily charms it away. 


Easy to use 


My preparation is a clear colorless 
liquid. Water is not cleaner or daintier. 

Easily applied by combing through the 
hair. You do it yourself, without help. 

Results certain—renewed color is 
even and natural, the perfect shade of 
youth. No streaky discoloration or 
artificial look in any light. 


I use it 


I invented my scientific preparation 
to renew the color of my own prema- 
turely gray hair. Because of the won- 
derful results secured, | was proud to 
christen it with my own name. 

Since, hundreds of thousands of gray 
haired people accepted my free offer and 
learned how to stop gray hair. Mary T. 
Goldman's Hair Color Restorer is the 
most popular, biggest selling preparation 
of its kind in the world. 


Coupon brings free bottle 


Fill out carefully, telling me natural 
color of your hair. Better, enclose a 
lock in your letter. By return mail I 
send a Special Patented Free Trial 
Outfit, containing free bottle, applica- 
tion comb, and full directions for single 
lock test. 

When this test proves that all I say 
is true—that gray hair is an unnecessary 
affliction—then go to your druggist for a 
full-sized bottle. Don’t accept any 
“just as goods,”’ but look for my name 
and trade-mark on the carton. Or— 
order direct from me. 


ary], 
Hair Color Restorer 
Over 10,000,000 Bottles Sold 


FREE Please print your name and address™ ~~ “~ “ 


MARY T. GOLDMAN, 
517-P Goldman Bidg.,St.Paul, Minn. | 


lease send your patented Free Trial Out- | 
fit. X shows color of hair. Black... 

dark brown. medium brown.... auburn | 
| (dark red).... light brown.... light auburn 


(light red).... blonde.... ] 


thinking: “She don’t know! She don’t 
know.” But he would go—oh, he was a 
beastly wretch! 

His mouth settled into a firmer line. 
He jabbed his 
fork savagely into his slice of roast and 
he began to chew a 
tasteless mass. 

“Yes, maybe I will,” he said in a stiffish 
voice. “Ducks will be prime.” 

Luck—sending me off like that; he was 
thinking. All unwittingly—she doesn't 
know. Luck? Luck? God in heaven! I 
watched him. I was glad he was suffer- 
ing; that he had a shred of conscience left. 


E WENT on to talk about the plans 

for the new Hillsdale reservoir. We 
all talked, somehow. Even the children felt 
the tautness of the situation and ate 
silently, with long, curious stares at these 
strange grown-ups. I looked at them... 
How do birds know about a coming 
storm, to go wheeling through the air with 
those long, plaintive cries . The same 
thing... 

While Dane was away—duck-shooting— 
Linda seemed to wilt more. 

“Oh, Amy !" she said, with hot, strained 
eyes. “Can I ever hold out? Can [? 
I didn’t know it would be so terrible.” 

I shook her, lovingly. 

“Go on and cry—this minute! You 
haven't shed one tear over this affair and 
you must! You must!” 

Putting it that way, at just that moment, 
did the trick. 

She slumped into my arms and cried. 
How she cried! I did, too. It was really 
a messy episode, but it tore us like jagged 
wire. 

She was right. There was no need of 
saying one word to Dane—or interfering 
in any way. Maybe another month he'd 
come to his senses... 

A marvelous new man came to be as- 
sistant principal in place of old Hueb- 
scher, who had to leave on account of 
illness. 

I took one look at the newcomer and 
said, “The Lord is good.” 

For a scheme had been revolving in my 
head. It came from wondering in a wild 
way what on earth I could do to get 
Linda’s mind off her trouble a little. Here 
was a direct answer to prayer. I knew 
Linda wouldn’t—well—order him out of 
the house, anyway. 

Cruelly soon I took him down to the 
brown bungalow. 

He was youngish, tall, with a tan fair- 
ness about his skin, and black hair. Wide, 
deep eyes, not built for goggling. His 
mouth was neat and trim and he had an 
understanding smile. A man who spert 
nearly all his spare time working on a 
treatise about the something or other of 
the early Mexican aborigines. That sort 
of thing. A long, tan bookworm. Had 
never looked up from a book long enough 
to notice anything about a woman except 
that she wore dresses. 

I let him see her. I said, going down, 
“I’m going to let you look at a rare 
specimen of Easter lily.” 

Coming back I inquired, “Did you 
notice the lily?” 

He gave a slight start. Then he said 
in a smily tone, “Yes. Oh, yes indeed!” 

He didn’t say anything more but his 
head was up, and I think he was smiling 
in a ruminating way at the stars... 

The very next day I put it up to him— 
spank plain. 

He dodged, staggered, backed up, 
hitched and squirmed, his wormish nature 
exhibiting itself, no doubt. His tan went 
down—completely engulfed by a mountain 
of red; actually the most embarrassed 
man I ever sat in front of. Believe me, 
I talked. I fairly walloped him with 
words. I got him to see that it was al- 
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most a matter of life and death—that he 
should really do- it- for the ‘good of his 
country. The red faded -away, and by 
the time his ‘natural tan was restored he 
had given’ in. I bet his collar was damp, 
though. Mine was. .. 

Linda felt tentatively ‘of this new thing 
But it was all right, because I brought 
him. She fed him chicken-and-mushroom 
omelet and glacé caramel pudding with 
good grace. He shaped up to the job 
beautifully, with the right. amount of de- 
tached interest. 

Dane came back from the—er—shore, 
and his trip had taken five pounds more 
from him. 

I was unfeelingly rejoiced at his con- 
dition. He viewed the bookworm in a 
regular stew of emotion—instantly jealous. 
of course. But in two weeks he went 
away again—doubtfully. He came down 
the stairs with his traveling bag and had 
a jolting view of his wife leaning over 
arranging some roses in a bowl and laugh- 
ing lightly with the man who had donated 
the flowers. An amusing picture to take 
with him, I thougl.t grimly... 

Linda had straightened up a lot. There 
was really some fun.to the game. She 
began to go out a great deal—Linda and 
Harvey Wentworth and old me were seen 
at the show and at musicales and lectures. 
People knew that Dane was called away 
often by business. And with me along 
the curse was taken off our trio. But 
Valerie Hapsdorn, a stingy, over-made-up 
young matron, who generally wore very 
showy gowns, and too many accessories, 
and enjoyed a_ slant-wise reputation, 
couldn't resist the opportunity to com- 
ment upon the new order of things. 

She trailed up to Linda at a reception 
one evening and remarked with a nasty 
pleasantness : 

“What have you done with that delicious 
Dane?” 

And Linda turned her eyes almost 
caressingly on the tawny head of Harvey 
Wentworth and drawled. 

“T wonder.” I almost clapped, it was 
shaped so neatly. Valerie was plainly 
thrown off the track, and several times 
during the evening I saw her looking at 
Linda and Harvey with a half-veiled glit- 
ter in her eyes, and her underlip caught 
between her teeth. Because Linda had 
chosen to keep in the lily class, Valerie had 
often made spiteful breaks about “our 
model of virtue.” More than ever I saw 
how well cast everyone is on this old stage, 
the world. And how interesting it was 
to be back-stage for once, if only to pull 
one little wire! 


ARVEY fell way behind on his treatise 

and I had to help him on it. He said 
I was a wis—not that word, as you might 
know; but that I was above the average 
female intelligence. A calm, flat, take-it- 
or-leave-it bit of information. 

I blushed clear around to my back hair. 
He was looking at me as if he really saw 
me for the first time. 

“Aren't you rather young to be a 
principal?” he inquired. Then he dropped 
his eyes to the treatise. 

“T ain’t not!” I said flippantly. “I’ve 
taught school a thousand years and I’m 


W ell, its funny, but that was the first 
time in years that I hadn’t known just 
what to say. 

He raised his eyes with a slow move- 
ment and they sort of twinked. 

“Just old enough,” he said deliberately, 
“to be very sensible and very, very nice. 
Did you find that item on the biological 

I went all flappy inside and didn’t seem 
to hear what he was saying. Me, thirty- 
six years old, come Ladyday, as Thomas 
Hardy would say, feeling so unutterably 
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taken apart and put together again! 
Then I scattered to dig up that biological down on his knees—burst into terrible sob- 

bit, and dwelt on the fact that he talked: bing—I never heard anything like it in 

differently now simply because he had be- my liie. 

come more human since going down to Tears like cold pebbles rolled down my 

the brown bungalow . . cheeks. I wondered what they, were and 
He was beautiful with Linda. It made where they came from. I was_ racked 

me feel like the sad, lovely part of a with nearly as great an agony as those two 

movie where the hero renounces the girl in the living-room. 

forever for some asinine reason and goes 

out walking in that queer, slow, hitchy words dropped on his bowed head—soft, 

way they do when they renounce things caressing words and syllables. For many 

on the screen. I wondered at its making minutes she went on like that—patiently, 

me sad, and yet it wasn’t exactly sad, patiently, till his sobs grew less. She 

either. A.new feeling. I'd never had it would be stroking his head, now. 

before. And why should it make me all He got to his feet. 

stirred up and irritated when things were “Linda,” he said in a broken voice. 

going so nicely? 
But even so, I enjoyed seeing them to- me to _:.. 

gether. Books! Both crazy about books. 

Just that alone would, have kept them H's voice rose a little, to a harsh, gray 

talking like an endless chain. And Linda thing that made my fingers burn into 

would play the piano and he would sing. the door-jamb. 


I hadn’t known he could sing. I re- “I'm not fit to have you again... I'll 
marked about it on the way home one go.... God! When I think of what 
night. I’ve done—and you keeping on here like 


“Well, you see, your excellent arrange- a sweet white angel—keeping the children’s 
ment has brought out a lot of hidden love for me just the same—for me—I’ll 
things in me. You have touched the go, Linda. I’m not fit to stay on the same 
secret spring—” his voice fell away to earth with you. Linda, there’s been three 
silence. women .. 

“Not me; Linda.” I said shortly. A sound came from Linda’s throat like 

His head was up, although there wasn’t a laugh, choked and torn to a ghastly thing. 
a star to look at, and he said softly: “Yes,” she said, almost as evenly as 

“Oh, yes. Yes, indeed!” LExasperating, before; “one in Corleyton and two in New 
the way he said it, as if I were a little York. When you go off the handle you do 
girl and there was some joke afloat that it thoroughly. I knew you would.” 
was way over a child's head... _I was glad he did not beg to be for- 

Well, it was perfect when it happened— 8!Ven. 
and yet it was awful. Dane was worn to ‘Tl go,” he repeated dully. “Damned 
skin and bones by the middle of December, quick, too. There’s a way. 
he took things so desperately. A twist in his voice revealed his mean- 

And then it was Christmas eve. One of ing; it was upstairs in a green plush case 
those winter nights so starry and marve- and had a pearl handle. 
lous that tears came in your eyes at how Linda’s voice came. _ Sweet, , trembly, 
sublime this old earth can be with some triumphant, the words came. 
snow flung around to change and soften No, Dane—sweetheart. You don’t have 
things, and the middle distance dissolving ‘° do that. I won't /et you go. I want 
into purple draperies. you, Dane. Till the day you die—and 


1 In a dumb I went back to my rooms. 


Me I went in. A light was burnng in my den: 
= Harvey Wentworth sat there, like an old 


i 
was coming on. Like as not that darned PrHve: 


hey “T—I like your nerve,” I said. My voice 
pag even show up shaky. I'd been through too much. 


I lost control of my knees and crumpled 
down on the floor, looking at Harvey with 


. 
WENT around to the kitchen window, what must have been a thoroughly sick 


expecting to tap on the glass—my own loole 
signal to Linda. Just before my fingers : 


He picked me up in an un-bookwormish 
I manner. With the loveliest know-how way 


idn’t h ans : he took my coat off, and my arctics, 
saying “Tut-tut!” when he found. them 
QOh, Linda! T’ve suffered soaking wet. 


agonies * 5 Why, he’s been here all Then he sat down with me in his lap. 
the met Say he wasn't anything to you I, for one, was perfectly satisfied: with 
—say it'.... My God! He was the arrangement. I was t6o overwrought 


pacing up and down the room and each 
word he uttered was wrenched from his 
black misery. and keep still. 
The damned longnecked wiffet! We went on keeping still for quite a 
I'll kill him with my bare hands! I'll break while. I knew we'd have the best silences 
every bone in his slimy body... when we were married. 
His voice rose wildly. Then he spoke, and his voice was just 
“Say it!” he demanded furiously. like the taste of Linda’s chicken-and-mush- 
“What was he to you?” His voice was room omelette. 
awful. It fairly chilled my blood. “You very, very nice lady!” he said. 
I could just imagine the way Linda felt— “And they are all fixed up down at the 
proud, calm, almost self-sufficient again. bungalow ?” 
“Do you think,” came her voice, cold oh” I said. 
and even—oh, held so evenly—“do you “Lovely. And would the very nice lady 
think that J could desecrate our love as accept me for her Christmas present?” 
you have; that . He was speech- I sat right up. 
less with horror that she knew. His “Ts it possible?” I said. 
breath was. sucked in with a moaning gasp. “Oh, yes,” he said. “Yes indeed. You 
“|. . that I could take our beautiful, have been so darn busy making other 
clean, precious love and drag it in the people see—er—FEaster lilies, that you have 
mire—when the ducks are prime?” quite overlooked the fact that you are a 
There was a throb in her voice. It beat perfect primrose.” 
horribly in my ears, my neck, my breast. Primrose! 


to wonder how it had all come about; I 
was tired enough to lay back in his arms 


A stricken sound from Dane. , He went’ 


Then Linda gave in. Little pieces of: 


“Linda, I'll gO. There is nothing else for 
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The crude picture at the left 
Mr. Shirley drew before 
taking the Federal Course. 
The picture above is one he 
made recently. It has a 
commercial value of $50. 
Note the improvement. Read 
Mr. _Shirley’s interesting 
letter below. 


Jor - DRAWING 


Just a few years ago Lloyd Shirley had a 
small-pay clerical job with no future. It 
was drudgery. He liked to draw, but could 
not quit and go to art school. One day his 
wife read a Federal School ad, and sent for 
“Your Future,” telling about the Federal 
Course. 

Mr. Shirley enrolled, studying evenings. 
In just a few months he accepted a position 
as artist for a paper company, at a better 
salary. He’s been climbing steadily since— 
read his letter: 


“T feel as though my old days of drudg- 
ery were a bad dream. Now I am earning 
$3800.00 a year and I have just started. 
This commercial drawing is work I love 
to do. If it had not been for the oppor- 
tunity of studying art in my spare time, 
and the kindly interest of the Federal 
faculty, 1 would never have gotten out 
of the rut ] was in. The practical, thor- 
ough, short course I took with the Federal 
School made my success possible.” 


Send for “Your Future’’ 


Mr. Shirley is typical of hundreds of Federal 
Students who have gotten out of the rut, 
doubled and tripled their incomes in a short 
time. If you like to draw, 
and have a little ambition, 
read “Your Future” and find 
out what amazing progress 
you can make with the right 
art training. Use the coupon 
now. 


rcial Designing 
1661 Federal Schools Bldg., Minneapolis, Minn. 


I enclose 6c in stamps for ‘“‘Your Future.’’ 


Oh, the courage of her! I liked that. 
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Liquid Maybelline. T 
formation takes place instantly. 
Maybelline is perfectly harmless, will not stiffen or 
E Used for the past ten years by 
beautiful women in all parts of the world. 
Either Solid or Liquid in Black or 
Brown—7Se at ail toilet goods counters. 


MAYBELLINE CO., 4750-80’ Sheridan Rd., CHICAGO 


break the lashes. 


Luxuriant Lashes 


When your lashes are made to appear natu- 
rally long, dark and luxuriant, your eyes will 
become newly charming — deep, expressive 
pools of loveliness! 
You can enjoy this added beauty NOW! 
Simply apply a brush stroke of solid 


or a drop of the new waterproof, harmless 
The marvelous trans- 


Liquid Form © 
(Waterproofs) 


T the 
oloration, 


acids and me 


sunburn, 


old skin and removes surface blemishe: 


reury. Booklet, ‘‘The Magic of a New 
free in plain sealed envelope. 


, Peel Off Y our Skin 


if you don’ tlike it, and have a beautiful new skin. 
Youth-Ami Liquid Skin Peel 
A Scientific Discovery, harmlessly | painlessly 


blackheads, whiteheads, large pores, 
einghen, freckles, ete. Nota clay or cream but a liquid free from 


Skin’’ sent 


Youth-Ami Laboratories, Dept.C.F. 30 E. 20th St., New York 


Parker 
anteed 


Absolute 
Makes waving easier and more lasting. 
by women of fashion 


WHY HAVE OILY HAIR? 


LP Your hair, if oily, is 
Seraggly, unkempt. Excessive oil 
fez) causes sealp irritations, dandruff, 


loss of hair It ruins your 


dj) \8) robs it of its natural beauty. 


HERBEX OILY HAIR CORRECTANT 


Pleasant to use. 
Endorsed 


ly ends oily hair. 


patrons of the Dr. 
Trichological Institute Results 


in ten days or money refunded. 


by beauty parlors and drug stores or postpaid 
for $1.00. 
PARKER HERBEX CORP., 
47 West 49th St., New York, N. Y. 


Address Dept. 


always 


hair— 
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hand-cut 


Colors : 


MONOGRAM, 
STATIONERY 


Fine social stationery 


made in one of the best 
mills in America. Hand- 
deckled edge, raised 


silver monogram from 


50c 


Per Box 
Postpaid 


dies. 24 sheets, 24 envelopes to Dox. 


Money refunded if not pleased. 


White, Grey, ORCHID. 


Two-box orders shipped same 
day; single boxes slightly longer. 


Upper Darby P. O. 


A. & O. A. EHMLING 


Dept. 8, 


Penna. 


I heard a firm step. I looked up. It was 
George Weimert! I whispered his name. 
His tace was grim and pale. 

“Sadie,” he said, very softly, “I want to 
ask you something. I heard today—I won't 
say where—that you were going to marry 
Joe Carlin. Are you?” 

The suddenness of the question took my 
breath away, a little. I looked into his blue 
eyes. If there had been any tenderness 
there, I might have answered differently. 
But his expression was stern. 

“[ suppose so,” I said indifferently. 
“Why do you ask?” 
“Never mind that, 
about some chances on a raffle? 
you any left?” 

Surprised, I looked at the tally I had 
kept. “Thirty-four,” I said. 

“At five dollars? Give them all to me. 
A hundred and seventy dollars . Is that 
right ?” 

I hadn’t the faintest idea what was hap- 
pening. But Joe had told me to sell them— 
so I took the money. George stuffed the 
envelopes into his pockets. “I wish you 
joy,” he said quietly. In a moment he was 
gone. 

I was completely mystified. It was very 
silent in the store. Tears came to my eyes. 
This time he had really gone—forever! 
And—Joe had his five hundred dollars! 
That would mean .. .? 

“How can I marry him ?” I sobbed into 
my pillow a little later. “When I don’t 
love him at all!” But the name of the man 
I really did love I tried to put out of my 
mind. He was gone! 

The next night Joe came in. He looked 
worried. “How are the raffle-tickets 
going?” he asked. 

“They are all gone. I have the money for 
you. You can count it.” 

Greedily Joe gathered up the bills. “It’s 
all right, if you say so, kid,” he said. “Now 
—what do you say we go over to the town 
tonight and have a grand good time? 
Cabarets and everything. Then tomorrow 
I'll get a license and we'll get married. 
You can slip out after the old folks are 
asleep—we'll paint old New York red, eh? 
Just run wild!” 

In his eyes I saw what frightened me. 
“No, I'm through with running wild,” I 
said. “And I'll not go anywhere with you 
unless we're married. So if you want to go 
over to New York tonight, you'll go alone.” 

“Aw, Sadie!” he protested. “I’m crazy 


* he answered. “How 
Have 


UST put your hands, Carlin!” came a 
crisp command. We both turned. In the 

door stood three policemen. “Now,” said 
one, “we'll just look around here a little. 
Tom, you go behind the counter . . 

“What is this?” came a husky voice. 
My father had pushed back the curtain. 
His face was dull-gray in color. “Police- 
men in ‘mine store! What you want, eh? 
What means this outrage?” 

“Well, if you must know, Mr. Rum- 
berger,” said the policeman who was in 
charge, “we've had a tip that your store has 
been a distributing place for cocaine. We'll 
have to search the whole place . . .” 

“Cocaine!” My father’s hands were 
clutching his throat. “Ach! Mein Gott 

It was the last disgrace. He fell 
forward. 

He did not die. But he was a broken 
man. The doctor warned us that Mother 
and I would have to take the whole care of 
the store on our hands. 

“He mustn’t worry,” he said. “He would 


have died, I know, if they had been able to 
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Running Wild 


[Continued from page 45] 


prove anything. But they couldn’t. There 


was no evidence.” 

I kept silent. But I understood at last 
what Joe’s “raffle-tickets” meant. He was 
playing a crooked game with me—as he 
always did with every one. He took no 
chances himself—but he was willing to let 
me run the risk! When I knew that, I 
knew also that Joe Carlin had gone out of 
my heart forever. 

But, I still didn’t understand how it had 
happened that George Weimert had bought 
up all the envelopes containing the drug, 
the night before the raid. Surely he didn’t 
want it for himself! 


HE answer came a week later. I was 
in the store. I was bitterly unhappy. 
ee the door opened, and George came 


Sadie,” he said, “I’ve come back—well, 
because I’ve heard—no matter -how—that 
Joe Carlin has gone for good. He’s in 
Mexico. There were other charges against 
him, so he thought he’d better make a get- 
away while he could.” 

His blue eyes were now soft and warm 
and friendly. I felt something like hap- 
piness come into my heart. Very softly | 
said 

“George—won’t you tell me—now—what 
it was all about?” 

“Yes,” said George, just as quietly. “I’m 
on the Government squad working against 
drugs—or rather, I was, until the day 
before I came in here, the last time. That 
night on the trolley-car I was after Joe, as 
we had word that he was peddling ‘snow’— 
that’s cocaine, you know. I never meant 
to get into a ‘quarrel with him—till I saw 
you. There was something about you... 
I wanted to get you away from him! I did 
—for the evening, anyhow. After that 
you know what happened. I thought you 
were going to marry Joe. I hated to think 
of it. But after all, it was your happiness 
that mattered—with me. So when I got 
the tip that you were selling the stuff, I 
first resigned my job—then | came in and 
bought out the whole stock. I knew they 
couldn’t do anything, unless they found the 
evidence.” 

“But, George,” I said breathlessly, “I 
didn’t know what it was! I hadn't the 
slightest idea! I thought I was selling 
raffle-tickets .. .” 

George leaned over and took my hands 
in his. 

“T bought a lot of them, Sadie. Do you 
think there’s any chance of my winning the 


prize?” 

I didn’t pretend to misunderstand. “We're 
only common people, George,” I answered. 
“Papa and Mama are ‘just Dutch,’ you 
know. But they’re fine and honest... If 
you will ask Papa...” 

My father’s eyes, looking up from where 
he lay on his easy chair, questioned us. 
I think he understood what had happened, 
without having to ask. “He is a good man, 
Sadie? Better than that Joe. 

Mother was fluttering nervously beside 
us. “Yes, Felix. I do not know him, but 
his face says he is a good man.” She 
turned to George. “My daughter—you will 
take care of her?” 

“If you will let me have her,” said 
George, “I promise I will.” 

I crept into the curve of his arm. “And 
. .. you won't let me run wild any more? 
I meant all right, but I’ve been foolish and 
sill 
“One t thing you can be sure of,” George 
said, smiling, “and that is that I'll do my 
best. There won’t be any more running 
wild, as you call it.” 


| 
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The Far Ends 
of the Earth 


[Continued from page 60] 


—interesting—” I decided to relieve him. 

“Oh!” I said, and tried to leave, but 
something held me there. 

“I’m sorry—about Sunday!” I said. 

“Don't mind. I had forgotten. Nothing 
at all!” he answered, still staring. 

But I forgot—then—the queer look on 
his face. We stood and looked at things, 
but not at each other, and I thought, as 
Miss Kitty had, “Will he let himself go?” 
He began to, then, the words coming 
warmer and warmer, but then someone 
shouted from the road, and he grew red, 
and left me. 

I had to rush back through the village, 
because I was still ashamed about Sun- 


day. Also, I wanted to—to think by my- 
self, of what the minister’s looks had | 
meant, and what he had almost said, and | 
why, and how I looked in the mirror. But | 
Tom King saw me and stopped me, saying, 
“Whoa, there! Where away, Gloria?” 
“I’m going home!” I said hurriedly, but | 
he stood before me, talking in his steady | 
voice, and I had to look up. And his eyes! 
I knew! He was falling in love with me! | 
But, gracious! I didn’t want Tom! 
Then I thought of how much like that the 
minister had looked, and grew warm, 
and glad, and, of course, he didn’t under- | 
stand. He tried to make love to me, but | 
I didn't want him, and I remembered what 
the woman had said, when they didn’t | 
know I was there, about girls who went 
away with men who—who—who drank and 
blasphemed. I was afraid. 
“Oh, Gloria, darling!” 


I NEARLY jumped out of my skin at the | 
new voice. It was Hazel Smith’s best | 
voice, and I had never heard it og 
except to the Sunday School superinten- | 
dent and the minister and the visiting | 
delegates of the Elks. And to me! But! 
it took me only a little to see what she 
wanted. 

She talked to me in that best voice, and 
kept looki ing at Tom King, and so I had 
to say, 
King’s nephew. Mr. King, this is Hazel | 
Smith.” 

“Oh, Mister King!” she said, holding 
out her hand. I saw my chance, and hur- 
ried past her, murmuring that I had some} 
preserves to put up. But I looked back 
and caught sight of her looking up at 
Tom King, and she had never looked so 
pretty before, and my heart was full of 
singing. For I thought that she would 
want him, now, and I would have the 
minister, for after her I was the prettiest 
girl in town. 

But I forgot Mrs. Smith, the—the cat! 

I did not see the minister again that 
week. I think I might have, if I had 
gone out into the fields again, but—oh, I 
couldn't. He would just know I had been 
coming for him, and he would be filled 
with disgust at my boldness. He was such 
a noble man! 

But when Sunday came again, and after 
I had promised Daddy King, over and over, 
that I would not fall asleep again in church, 
I saw him once more. But when he gave 
me a stern look, I felt my face growing 
cold. 

I didn’t dare look at him until the ser- 
mon began. Then he did not once look 
at me, but his voice filled the church as 
he read, and then preached to us of Love 
and Understanding. Just once his eyes 
started to turn toward me, and then 
stopped. It was when he asked, “Is Love 
the greatest of our blessings?” 

Hazel Smith was not at church, and I 


“This is Tom King, Hazel; Daddy | - 
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noticed that her mother seemed restl->: 
and a bit angry. As soon as church was 
out she hurried away, and on our way 
home Daddy and I passed her with Hazel 
beside her. She was saying to Hazel: 
“—could you? - To stay away from 
church, and to be in the company of 


that—” 
“Mother!” said Hazel, half-nodding 
toward us. Mrs. Smith looked up and 


flushed scarlet, then passed us with only 
a short greeting for Daddy King. 

“What ails her, Gloria?” asked Daddy 
King, puzzled and annoyed. “What's 
Amelia Smith mad about now?” 

“She doesn’t like me!” I said. 

“Nonsense, Gloria. But perhaps she 
feels—well, feels about the way you went 
to sleep last Sunday !” 

I couldn’t help telling him, then. 

“She was glad I did, Daddy King!” 


LAD!” 2nd he stared at me, but said 

nothing more. By the time we reached 
home his anger was over, and I could see 
that he was thinking. Then I received a 
shock. 

“Where was Hazel Smith today? Do 
you know?” 

“T—think she was with Tom!” I said, 
after a little hesitation, “but perhaps not. 
I think she likes him, ‘Daddy King !” 

“Tom!” He stopped and looked hard 
at =. and then said, “Do you like Tom?” 

“H-mmm!” he murmured, and then said, 
“Gloria, I have been wandering if the 
proper sort of woman would not be the 
salvation of Tom?’ 


“Let Hazel save him!” I said, reck- 


lessly. “No, no, Daddy King! I did not 
mean that! You know I would save him 


“If he liked you?” 

“No!” The color was in my cheeks 
again at the memory of what Tom’s eyes 
had said, but I could not go on, so Daddy 
King said to me: 

“Gloria, if Tom should say he wanted 
to marry you, I think perhaps it would be 
best. But be sure that he says he wants 
to settle down. He is my brother’s only 
son. But I don’t want you to do anything 
at the cost of your own soul. You 
are like my own daughter, and I love you 
as such. But beware of him, even while 
you try to help him, for the ways of the 
world are the ways of the snake, and in- 
finite in their guiles.” 

“But, Daddy King—” he looked at me 
and waited. 

“But, Daddy King— 
“T—I—feel about—about—another man— 

“An honorable man, Gloria?” 

“Oh, Daddy King! The most honorable 
of men!” 

Then Daddy King guessed my secret, 
and his old, work-twisted hand feli on my 
shoulder. 

“The minister? Ah, Gloria, I am afraid 
he is not for you!” 

“Hello, Uncle!” shouted Tom King’s 
voice. Daddy King and I stopped our 
talk and invited him to the Sunday 4in- 
ner. He laughed gaily and accepted. But 
I was afraid, for the fire was still in his 
eyes. 

After dinner Tom made us both get into 
the big red auto, and gave us a long ride. 
We went to Talbot, twenty miles away, 
and back, and even Daddy King forgot 
that it was Sunday and that we should 
not be glad on Sunday. He remembered 
as he was getting out, looked at me, and 
was ashamed, but then—wonder fully 
strange !—he suddenly laughed like a boy 
and said, “I guess it will be all right, 
Gloria, seeing that Tom—er—er—” 

“Oh, I’m going to the devil, of course!” 
agreed Tom, “and I'll be gone soon 


enough—” 
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” IT began again. 


and her eyes were on 


All of a sudden a woman gasped, be- 
hind us, and Daddy King and I turned 
around. Hazel Smith was standing there, 
Tom. 

“Going—a—away ?” she asked, and Tom 
stared at her until, remembering that we 
were there, she turned very red and ran 
away. 

“What the devil—” Tom stared after 
her, but Daddy ‘King spoke up, sternly: 
“Hazel Smith is growing: wanton. I had, 
perhaps, better see her mother about it! 
And, Tom, another blasphemous remark 
from you on- Sunday, and you may never 
again enter my house!” 

“But—” Tom King shoved-his fist to his 
mouth, thereby saving himself from an- 
other oath. 

But my heart was singing, for I could 
see that Hazel was really in love with him. 
whe was pretty, and her father had money, 
so of course she would get him, and—the 
minister—! 

So I dreamed a bit while I was getting 
supper, and did not care that Tom watched 
me with his strange, straight eyes, and 
teased me. 

Next day I went out to John Graves’ 
cow-pasture, where I saw him again. He 
sav’ me, too, and stared at me, and then 
tried .o oretend that he hadn’t. Then he 
came over to me, as if he could not help 
himself, and we:talked. Oh, I don’t know 
what about—just talked. And if he did 
not dare “let himself go” he could not 
help what his eyes were beginning to say 
to me. 

How sweet the world seemed when he 
walked with me to the gate of Daddy 
King’s yard! Once he touched my arm, 
and his own face was dull crimson. - He 
even lingered for a little by the gate, talk- 
ing—talking—oh, I do not know of what! 

Then Mrs. Smith passed and saw us, and 
could do nothing, for the minister was 
saying good-by, so she could only go her 
way and leave us. 

His hand was softer than my own! 
Then I remembered that he was a minister, 
and of course my work had made my 
hands. “Good-by! Good-by!” I said, 
finally, as I let go and almost ran away. 

As I turned, my dreams jarred in my 
brain when I saw Tom King standing in 
the path, glaring at me. His. straight 
looking eyes, so strange, and not at all 
like the shifty eyes of the tramps I have 
seen—his eyes were like boring gimlets, 
trying to see into my brain. 


HO was that ?” ‘he asked, and his voice 
was as level and deadly as his eyes. 

“The—the min—minister !” 

“The hell he—” but then he turned away 
and began to smoke, furiously. I gasped, 
and protested with a “Don’t—!” Suddenly 
the deadly eyes grew miserable, and then 
he turned all the way away from me and 
walked off. I was sorry, and I pitied 
him—poor, blaspheming sinner that he was. 

I thought I would see the minister again 
that week. I even dared to hope that he 
would come to call—on Daddy King, of 
course. I kept the house so very carefully, 
in case he might come in, and I wore the 
prettiest dresses I had that were not Sun- 
day ones, until Daddy King began to watch 
me, thoughtfully. But he did not come. 

Poor Tom King came, though,. several 
times. Also, after he had come two days, 
Hazel Smith began to come to see me, her 
eyes watching him as she talked to me. I 
was happy, and I loved them both, and 
hoped they would be hapoy. together. 

But Hazel never spoke to him, and 
answered very briefly, and as if in terror 
when he spoke to her. I wondered if it 
was because she loved him so much, and 
I pitied her, when she might have loved 
the minister. 

[Turn to page '102| 
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Then came Sunday again. He saw me 
from the pulpit, and—turned away frown- 
ing. When he finished reading the text, 
he looked at me again, his eyes dropping 
while he almost turned his back on me. [| 
wondered, and was afraid. 

Then—he walked home Hazel 
Smith. 

Something was wrong, dreadfully wrong, 
for I knew, I knew that he loved me, and 
Hazel loved Tom King. Then, why—? 

After them marched Smith, Hazel’s 
mother. I looked at her in surprise, for 
her eves were proud and happy—the way 
the little boys who win fights are. 

Monday I went out to the fields, but the 
was not there. My fear began 
to grow into a pain. Tom King met me 
coming back, and there was pain in his 
face, too, and I said, before I could stop 


myself : 


with 


minister 


[ AM sorry for you, Tom. Hazel is 
cruel, but I think perhaps it is just one 
of the worldly tricks that she learned in 
boarding- school in Boston!” 

“Hazel? Who the devil’s Hazel?” he 
asked, irritably, his eyes determined on 
mine. 

But—oh, why are men so stupid? He 
belonged to Hazel, of course, and no 
other girl had the right to make him un- 
happy, so, of course—it must be because 
Hazel would not speak to him. But I 
couldn't explain, for he must find out. 

“Young man!” 

We both turned around, and there was 
Mrs. Smith, her lips pressed tight, and her 
eyes angry. 

“M’am ?” 


“You leave my daughter alone. She 
isn’t for the likes of you!” 
“Huh ?’ 


“She is a good girl, and I am bound she 
will make a good and worthy—” 

“Wait a minute! Wait a minute!” 
pleaded Tom, looking really bewildered. 
“What's the fight about?” 

“This is Hazel’s mother!” I explained, 
stared, bewildered and angry. 
But Mrs. Smith turned about and went 
away before he could use any of his sin- 
ful blasphemy. 

“Hang it, Gloria—” he said to me, and 
then he caught me by the arm. “Steady! 
Steady!” he said, and the faintness passed, 
and I began to tremble. For, it was all 
clear. Hazel was obeying her mother, and, 
loved Tom, she was notable 
to let him love her, because she was—well, 
she couldn’t cross her mother. 

Tom passed his arm around me to hold 
me up, and all at once I turned and put 
down against his coat and 
wept—just cried and cried, because I was 
so excited and afraid. 

He was holding me, and, somehow, his 
arm seemed to belong there. Of course 
it didn’t, but it seemed to. And he was 
talking to me, soothingly, but huskily, as 
ii he felt like crying himself. Then I got 
| hold on myself, and started to stand up 
| and wipe my eyes, but somehow I rested 
for a bit first, for the crying had left me 
tired. From a great distance, Tom’s voice 
came into my ears: 

“Gloria! Gloria! Oh, my dear, I love 
you! Will you come away with me, dear! 
Gloria, will you come away with me to 
the far ends of the earth—” 

Then, the insult of what he had said 
seeped into my full mind, and I jerked 
free, and ran—just ran—through ‘the 
garden and past Daddy King, who had just 
come home, and up to my room. I locked 
the door and put my back to it. I was 
angry, angry, angry! How dared he! 
My window looked over a part of the 
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road, and soon I saw him walk down it, 
hands deep in his pockets, and a hurt, puz- 
zled look on the face that should have be- 
longed to an honest man instead of—yes, 
I told myself, a sinner, who drank and 
swore and—and—well, who did everything 
the minister would not have done. 

It was Thursday before I went out 
again. I had to see the minister. I had 
to! I went to John Graves’ cow-pasture 
again—and he was there—looking at ants, 
or rather, he was pretending to. 

He tried to pretend not to see me. But 
he knew that I saw him look at me. I 
don't know how, but he did! Then he got 
up and came to me. There was fear in 
his eyes as he looked around the field; he 
seemed glad because there was no one in 
sight. But he didn’t talk about us, he 
just—just talked—about things! I didn’t 
care, for the air was soft and warm, and 
laden with beautiful growing odors, and 
the sky and the earth were green and blue, 
and everything was mixed up with the 
look in his eyes that was growing . 
growing... 

And I remembered Tom King, and | 
knew that the minister loved me, even 
though he spoke carefully of other things. 

He left me with the words still un- 
spoken, and I thought again of Miss Kitty’s 
words, “If only he would let himself go!” 

I stared at the note that came the next 
day; just stared, and tried to think, and 
read it over. I was horrified, and puzzled, 
and hurt, and filled with a great, angry 
pain. A note—like that—from him! The 
man I had set above all men! 

Dear Miss King: 

I think it would be best if our ac- 


quaintance were limited to the affairs 
of the church after this. I cannot 
afford to risk the gossip our friend- 
ship would make, and Miss Smith, 
who ts to be my wife, does not ap- 
prove, if I may use the word— 


That’s all I remember. That's all I read! 

Tom King found me in the garden. He 
did not see the note crumbled in my hand. 
I had been good—oh, I had been good! 
But I could not live down my foundling 
blood in this village. Then, I would be 
bad! If the man I had trusted so much 
had loved and admired so much, was not 
big enough to dare the gossip of the vil- 
lage for me—! 

I looked up into Tom’s eyes, and I heard 
myself speaking : 

“Tom, take me away—wherever you 
Wish—to the ends of the earth. Teach me 
to smoke and swear, Tom. Make me a— 
a sinner like yourself.” 

His arms were around me as I fainted. 


OOD heavens! What a quaint thing I 

must have been on that day ten years 
ago. Tom and I stopped over at the village 
to see Daddy King, and when we had un- 
packed the trunks that had come ahead of 
us a year before, just before Tom under- 
took the East African Survey, in one of 
the oldest of the trunks I found this. I 
am going to read it to poor old Tom. No, 
I won't! He was so hurt and frightened, 
as much as I, in those first few weeks. 

I saw the minister again. “My gosh!” 
as Tom would say. How could I ever—? 
A fine man, oh, yes, and handsome, too— 
but weak—weak! He doesn’t drink, 
smoke; swear—nor does he talk with kings, 
millionaires, nor boss armies of men build- 
ing life into a continent. And, from that 
insipid face, I looked at the unhandsome 
but powerful face of my—my sinner of a 
husband! Dear old Tom, who never hurt 
a woman, broke his word, or—or ceased 
to love me! 
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were quite mad you see... But some- 
times I think that I was terribly sane, 
sane enough to know that this was our 
one chance of fulfillment, that from this 
time on our ways would lie farther and 
farther apart; sane enough to know that 
it I missed this there would never be any- 
thing else for me. . 

So they had made their plans. A little 
cottage away off in the mountains; they 
had rented it for a month; Norna was to 
leave first, Dick a few days later; they 
were to meet in Chicago. Norna had told 
her mother that she was going West to 
stay with a friend. That was rather vague; 
the vagueness of it disturbed Mrs. Wyatt. 
The day Norna left she insisted on further 
details—and Norna gave them to her. 
There was a scene, a series of scenes in 
fact. But Norna was not to be moved. 
She loved her mother, but this was her 
very life. At last Mrs. Wyatt had to let 
her go, fearing an open scandal which to 
her was worse than any secret sin. But 
she did not give up. To her this thing 
was unthinkable; it could not go on. So 
she wrote to Dick, asking him to stop at 
her apartment on his way to the station. 
When he came she received him graciously, 
a charming picture of gray-haired mother- 
hood. 


ICK,” she said, “I’m paying you the 
greatest compliment a mother can pay. 
I'm trusting you with my little girl. You'll 
take care of her for me, won’t you, Dick?” 

The boy, taken aback and not knowing 
what to say, said “Yes.” 

“And of course that settled it,” Norna 
told me. But she did not tell me what she 
said when Dick repeated this conversation 
to her. I do not believe she said anything. 
Perhaps she lighted a cigarette... 

“T couldn’t blame her,” she told me. 
“According to her ideas I should have been 
utterly destroyed—‘damned from here to 
eternity.” She couldn’t let it happen... 
It wasn’t quite fair, in a way ... But 
perhaps it was just as well. Dick might 
have got some silly notion that we ought 
to be married.” 

Norna told me only a little about that 
month in the mountains; I could guess the 
rest. I could see those long walks and 
rides, often with Pritchard—he had been 
working near there, and he and Dick had 
struck up quite a friendship; the evenings 
together on the porch of their little cot- 
tage; then Dick sitting alone by the lake, 
waiting to see Norna’s light go out, and 
Norna lying in the darkness listening for 


| his step, hearing him come in and close the 


door and roll himself in his blankets on 
the floor of the living-room. Dick stand- 
ing in the doorway of their cottage with 
his arm around Norna, telling her that 
next summer they would be married and 
come here again. And Norna, gallant, 


| quiet, Norna, smiling and saying nothing. 


For now she knew. She had seen that 
Dick was as happy out in the mountains 


| with Pritchard as he was at home with 


her. And when the war began he could 
think of nothing but his eagerness to be 
mn 1t. 

When he went away to enlist he told 
her that he would come back in the spring 
—the war would be over then—to marry 
her. Norna laughed and kissed him, and 
came back to New York alone. 

He did not come in the spring. It was 
two years before she saw him again. In 
1916 he was wounded and came home for 
a few months. He asked her to marry him 
then, but by that time he knew that he did 
not want to be married and Norna under- 
stood. > 

“He always asks me—it’s a sort of joke 
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between us now—and I say,’ ‘Not 
time.’ 
“And when he goes away, 

never know—” 

The door-bell rang sharply and Mitchell 
came in. He ignored me. 

“Norna, I want you to marry me.” 

She laughed. “Oh, Dick, this is so sud- 


den 

1 mean it, dear. Look at that rotten 
mess today. That may happen again—any 
time.’ 

“My dear,” 


4 
she went on, 


Norna answered patiently, 


-“don’t you know that Russell Pritchard 


was the only person who saw us enough 
that summer to remember anything about 
us? If that’s all you’re thinking about—” 

“Tt isn’t all, Norna. Seeing Pritchard 
brought it all back—that summer, dear. 
I know now there’s nothing in the world 
I want more—” 

“Dick, dear, you’re such a child.” 

I remembered then what Norna had said 
about not needing children, and I under- 
stood. She was one of those rare women 
in whom all the mother instinct centers in 
her mate. That was why she did not 
think of herself. 

Mitchell pulled a chair up to hers. 

“Norna, you must listen—” 

I rose hastily. 

“Good-night,” I said, but they did not 
hear me. So I left them. 

What they said to each other I have 
never known. But for two weeks after 
that I did not see Mitchell with Norna. 
He and Marjorie were together a good 
deal and then they went off to a week-end 
house-party. 

A few days later I found Norna sitting 
on the arm of a chair by the window. 

“Dick’s engaged to Marjorie,” she told 
me calmly. 

“No!” I gasped. 

“Yes,” she mimicked my tone. And she 
laughed at my amazement. (“Always 
laugh when you feel like crying,’ Norna 
said once. “It keeps the wrinkles away.”) 
“Oh, my dear,” she exclaimed, “what a 
funny affair life is! All these years that 
I've protected Dick from myself and he 
marries —Marjorie! She'll smother him, 
Billy, with her love for him. He won't 
be able to move hand or foot for fear of 
hurting her. She is the sort of woman 
who follows her man to the ends of the 
earth and keeps him wretched trying to 
make her comfortable there. Poor Mar- 
jorie! She'll love him too much to leave 
him and not enough to let him leave her. 
He'll drag her around for a few years and 
hate himself all the time for doing it. 
Then they'll settle down in the country 
and have children. What a joke life is!” 

She went over to the photograph on the 
table. 


EAR little Marjorie,” she whispered. 

“T wish it weren’t Marjorie.” She 
came back to the window. “He'd got a 
notion you know that he wanted to be 
married. He was furious with a 
But I wish it weren’t Marjorie.” . 

The next day Marjorie brought Mitchell 
over to tea. He had the grace to look un- 
comfortable. 

Norna is a charming hostess. It was 
rather trying—Dick and Marjorie, and 
myself. But she made a delightful affair 
of it. Soon we were all talking and laugh- 
ing as if we were the best of friends, and 
nothing more. Yet Norna was watching 
them—watching Dick with the look of a 
mother who fears that all is not well with 
her child; watching Marjorie wistfully, al- 
most sadly. Perhaps she knew even then 
what it must come to. After they had gone 

[Turn to page 106] 
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she said: “Dear little Marjorie” again, and 


I thought that quiet voice of hers trembled’ 


a little. 

“She seems very happy,” I remarked. 
But Norna only said: 

“I'm always sorry for happy people; 
they suffer so much more... .” 

After that I often found Mitchell with 
Norna; he went to see her nearly every 
day. They talked of many things but 
never of Marjorie. And when Dick had 
gone Norna would be very silent, which 
troubled me. Quiet she always was, but 
not silent. And I knew that she was 
thinking of this marriage which would be 
so disastrous to the two she loved best. 
Yet though she hated it all she could not 
bear the thought of doing anything to pre- 
vent it, for that would mean losing Mar- 
jorie. 

About this time I had to go away for 
nearly a month. The night after I came 
back we were all at Norna’s for dinner. 
I was struck by the change in Dick and 
Marjorie. He was so deadly gay—a cheap, 
rattling, sort of gaiety. And Marjorie was 
quite openly domestic. She even told 
Norna that Dick liked two lumps in his 
coffee. 

Once when she had gone to telephone 
Norna murmured, “Poor Marjorie.” 

Mitchell started to say something, then 
stopped and looked ashamed of himself. 

The next day she went to Marjorie. It 
wasn't easy. Marjorie was so happy—so 
sure of herself and of Dick. She treated 
Norna with the patronizing pity of the 
happily mated woman for one who is out- 
side, who can’t possibly know what she is 
talking about. Norna drew a lurid picture 
of Dick as a rover, a cut-throat, a philan- 
derer. 

“As if I cared about things like that!” 
Marjorie cried scornfully. “You talk like 
a Mid-Victorian, Norna. You should have 
lived fifty years ago.” 

“My dear,” Norna answered patiently, 
“if you weren't such a child you’d know 
that Mid-Victorians, as you call them, are 
a type, not an epoch. The world is full of 
Mid-Victorians now. You are one of 
them.” 

Then she put her arms around the in- 
dignant Marjorie and kissed her. 

“Dear,” she said, “I love you, and I love 
Dick. I couldn’t bear to see either of you 
unhappy. Much less both of you.” 

“But we aren’t going to be unhappy, 
Norna. You'll see. I know Dick better 
than you do, dear, and I’m going to be 
just the sort of wife he wants. I shan’t 
mind—anything. And Ill follow him to 
the ends of the earth.” 

Norna gave up. 

“T know you will, dear,” she said gently. 

“So that was a fizzle,” she told me after- 
wards. 


WERE having lunch together and 
Marjorie, coming in with Dick, had 
stopned at our table to tell us that the date 
of their wedding had been set and that they 
were going to Greece on their honeymoon. 
Greece, to Marjorie, was one of the ends 
of the earth. 
“Daddy has a friend at the Embassy in 
Athens,” she had said. “He'll take care 


of us. 
And Mitchell had grinned. I could have 
laughed aloud at the sheer irony of it all. 
It was then that Norna told me about 
the interview which had been a fizzle. 
“She thinks she is so modern, so broad- 
minded, that she won’t mind Dick’s esca- 
eo. She doesn’t know how sick she’d 
. . . It’s all so far away now—she 
doesn’t realize. How easy it is to be broad- 
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minded about things on the other side of 
the world!” 

As we were walking home she said: 

“Being afraid of loneliness is one of 
the signs of approaching age. I'm getting 
old, Billy . . . Marjorie’s my only friend.” 

“[’m here,” I reminded her. 

“T know, my dear. But that’s different. 
I love Marjorie.” That was cruel but I 
knew that she didn’t mean it that way; 
she wasn’t thinking of me at all. “It isn't 
often that women really love each other, 
Billy.” 

“But you won't lose Marjorie,” I as- 
sured her stupidly. “They'll be back be- 
fore long. You said yourself—” 

“IT wasn’t thinking of that,” Norna said 
vaguely. 


A DAY or so later Marjorie came in 
alone at tea-time. 

“Dick’s going to meet me here,” she an- 
nounced. “He’s gone down-town on busi- 
ness.” She sat down and took the cup 
Norna held out to her. “It’s the third time 
this week,” she told us. “I didn’t know 
before that Dick had any business.” 

And all this time Norna was silent, sip- 
ping her tea. Now she put down her cup. 

“Marjorie,” she said, “I want to tell you 
something. I think you ought to know.” 

“Norna dear, what is it?” 

“About Dick,” Norna said slowly, “and 
me. 

“Good Lord, Norna!” I cried. 

“I was one of Dick’s love affairs, 
Marjorie—a long time ago. We went 
away together—” 

“Norna!” It was a cry of terror. 

“You see, dear,” Norna said, “you are 
a Mid-Victorian.” 

But Marjorie had found her voice. 

“IT don’t believe you!” she flung at 
Norna. “You're jealous! I knew it. 
You're in love with Dick. You're jealous! 
But I don’t believe you. It’s absurd, 
Norna. You—oh, I couldn't believe it! It’s 
impossible—” 

She stopped. Dick Mitchell was stand- 
ing in the doorway. 

Norna said, “Dick, I’ve just told Mar- 
jorie about our trip—that summer, you 
know.” 

Mitchell stared at her. 

“But, Norna—” he began. 

Marjorie stopped him with a cry. She 
was white now, staring from Dick to 
Norna, from Norna to Dick. 

“And I loved you so much—both of 
you,” she whispered. 

She crossed to the table where her pic- 
ture stood and took it from the frame. 
The sharp sound of tearing paper cut 
through the heavy silence. Slowly, deliber- 
ately, Marjorie tore the photograph to bits. 
She threw the bits into the fire, which 
flamed in a sudden bright mockery of 
human loves. Then she was gone. We 
heard the door slam. 

Mitchell spoke first. 
sake, Norna—” 

She interrupted him in her gentle quiet 
voice. “If you want her, Dick, you'd better 
go after her now.” 

Again we heard the door slam. There 
was a moment of terrific silence, and then 
a smothered sob from Norna. That was 
all. I rose to go and heard a step in the 
hall. Norna looked up quickly. 

“You back, Dick?” 

Dick nodded slowly and sank into a 
chair. 

“How soon can you be ready, Norna?” 

“Mrs. Moore?” She was startled. 

“No, Norna; Mrs. Mitchell. We're 
booking for Hindustan tomorrow—I know 
the captain.” 
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POPULAR SONGS 
Oh How I Miss You Tonight 


I Think Of You 2184 
Oh Say Can I See You Tonight 
Wondering 2197 
Yes Sir That's My Baby 

I wonde: If You Ever Wonder 2196 
Let Me Call You Sweetheart 

Mary Brown 2192 
Yearning 

Love Is Just A Dream Of You 2189 


New York Ain’t New York Any More 
When Summer Time Rolls Around 2194 
Don't Bring Lula 

O'Leahy’s Lullaby 2187 
If You Knew Susie 

I Know You Know 21 
Put Away A Little Ray Of Sunshine 

The Old Wash Boiler 2162 
Pal of My Cradle Days 

Bring Back My Dear Old Pal 2190 
O Katherina 


Only Two 2183 
Swanee Butterfly 
Farewell 2185 
If You See That Girl Of Mine 
There'll Come A Time 2186 
I'll See You In My Dreams 
Come Back to California 2180 
Smiling At Troubles 
I’m In Love 2191, 
At The End of the Road 
If I Had Somebody Like You 2174 
Let It Rain, Let It Pour 
Underneath the Smiling Moon 2181 
Let Me Be the First to Kiss You 

Good Morning 
Some Sweet Day 2176 
Blue Eyed Sally 
Just Like You 2172 
All Alone 
When We Were Sweethearts 2166 
Too Tired 
I’m Lonesome For A Lonesome 

Daddy's Wonderful Pa 
Pretty Soon 2153 
Oh Those Eyes 
Peaches 2182 
My Kid 
Bombay 2173 
How Do You Do 

2169 


At the Opree House 
Let Me Linger Longer in Your 
Arms 

After A Tear Comes A Smile 2178 
The Pal That I Loved 

Beyond the Clouds 2163 
I Wonder What's Become Of Sally 
Lone Trail Rose 2158 


POPULAR DANCES 
(All Fox Trots unless otherwise 
marked) 


Don’t Bring Lulu 

Keep It Under Your Hat 1274 
I Miss My Swiss 

Always Got The Blues 1290 
Yes Sir, That's My Baby 

Dinah 1287 
Collegiate 

Harlem's Araby 1283 
Waiting For The Moon 1289 
Everything I Do Means I Love You 
Titina 

Rosa Lee 1270 
It You Knew Susie 

Charleston Rhythm 1278 
Ah Ha 

Zulu Soo 1285 
Ukulele Lady 

I'm Broke 1277 
By The Light Of The Stars 
Lindy 1286 
I'll See You In My Dreams 
Underneath the Mulberry Tree 1367 


Nothing To Do But Be Blues 1276 
Katharina 
Draggin’ the Dragon 1262 


Simply fill out 


Popular Dances (Cont’d) 
Alabamy Bound 


John Henry Blues 1263 
Cheatin’ On Me 
The Rabbit Hop 1268 


Ta Jse 1 
Take Me Back To Your Heart 
Wait For Me 1281 
When You and I Were Seventeen 


(Waltz) 
Son of the Morning Star 1257 
Peter Pan 
1256 


Wonderful Girl 
Honest and Truly 


I Want You 1255 
oanna 
Vhen Someone Steals Your 
Sweetie Away 1279 
Indian Love Call 
Hawaiian Patrol 1258 
ose Marie 
1236 


Forgive Me : 
I Can't Stop Babying You 


Crazy "Bout Love 1265 
Where's My Sweetie Hiding 

In Wishing Land With You 1249 
Tea For Two 

Oriental Night 1248 
You and I 

On the Village Green 1271 


No Wonder 


Pals 1259 
All Alone (Waltz) 

Spanita (Waltz) 1237 
Will You Remember Me? 

Arabella 1266 


Listening 
Goodby (Ain't Always Gone) 1273 
STANDARD SONGS 

The Rosary 

At Dawning (I Love You) 4052 

When You and I Were Young, 
Maggie 

My Old Kentucky Home 4011 

Sleep, Baby, Sleep 

Roll On, Silvery Moon (Yodel) 4038 

Tell Mother I'll Be There 

Where Is My Wondering Boy 
Tonight? 4066 

Love's Old Sweet Song 

In the Gicomies 4031 

Carry Me Back to Old Virginny ne 


Old Black Joe 9 

Kathleen Mavourneen‘ 

Come Back to Erin 4012 
nnie Laurie 

Sally in Our Alley 4017 


Mother Machree 

Low Back’'d Car. 404: 
Silver Threads Among the Gold 
The Trumpeter 4029 
Medley of Old Time Songs, No. 1 
Medley of Old Time Songs, No.2 4010 
Whispering Hope 


Barcarolle 4067 

Killarney 

Last Rose of Summer 4043 
STANDARD INSTRUMENTAL 

Humoresque 

Souvenir (Violin Solos) 4015 

Listen to the Mocking Bird 

The Song Bird (Whistling) 4061 


Arkansas Traveler 
Turkey in the Straw (Barn Dance) 4068 


CHANCE OF A LIFETIME 
HURRY—BEFORE TOO LATE 


Standard Instrumental (Cont’d 
Parade of Wocden Soldiers 
Venetian Night (Orchestra) 4051 
Blue Danube Waltz 
Estudiantina Waltz 
(Orchestra) 4040 
Scotch Regimental Marches 
Scotch Bagpipe Selections 
(Bagpipes) 4005 
Irish Jigs and Reels, No. 1 
Irish Jigs and Reels, No. 2 
(Band) 4016 
Dixie Medley 
Medley of Southern Airs 
(Banjo Solos) 4025 
Swanee River 
Serenade (Violin Solos) 4034 
Traumeiei 
Melody in F (Violin Solos) 4048 
When You and I Were Young, 
Maggie 
Silver Threads Among the Gold 
(Instrumental Trios) 4033 


COMEDY 


Flanagan in a Restaurant 

Flanagan's Married Life 
‘Monologues’ 

Flanagan's Second Hand Car 

Hy and Si and the Line Fence 4002 

Kiddies Patrol 

Kiddies Dance (for Children) 4020 

Button Buster (Laughing Record) 

Flanagan on a Trolley Car 4003 


SACRED VOCAL 
Beautiful Isle of Somewhere 
The Church in the Wildwood 4058 
When the Roll is Called Up Yonder 
Throw Out the Life Line 4 


RADIEX CLUB, Office SA-11, 111 Summer Street, Boston, Mass. 

Please send me on ten day’s approval the records as per catalog numbers 
written on this coupon (at least 20 records). I will pay postman at the rate 
of 22 cents per record, plus postage, when he delivers them. It is understood 
you are I have the privilege of returning 
the records any time within ten days after receiving them and im- 
mediately refund all that I have paid. 

Write catalog numbers in spaces below) 


Sacred Vocal (Cont'd) 

Abide With Me 

Onward Christian Soldiers 4019 
Holy Night, Peaceful Night 

Hark, the Herald Angels Sing 4021 
Nearer My God to Thee 


The Lord Is My Shepherd 4041 
Lead Kindly Light 

Joy to the World 4045 
I Need Thee Every Hour 


What a Friend We Havein Jesus 4056 

Ring Out Wild Bells 

Voice of the Chimes 4050 
HAWAIIAN GUITARS 

La Paloma 

Kawaihan 4055 

Three O'clock in the Morning 

Wailana March 4054 


Maui Aloha 
Ua Like No-A-Like 4018 
My Old Kentucky Home 
O Sole Mio 4023 
— Malamalama 

awa 4008 
Aloha Oc 
Kamehameha March) 4007 


MARCHES (BAND) 

Jolly Coppersmith March 

Invincible Eagle March 4047 
National Emblem March 

Sixty-Ninth Regiment March 4041 
Second Regiment Connecticut March 
Baltimore Centennial March 4035 
Stars and Stripes Forever 


American Republic March 4028 
Up the Street March 

The Thunderer March 4030 
Aida March 

Coronation March 4014 
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with ugly rash or pimples, or is rough or 
dry. Nothing subdues fiery skin eruptions 
so quickly, says a noted skin specialist. 

The moment this sulphur preparation is 
applied the itching stops and after two or 
three applications, the eczema is gone and 
the skin is delightfully clear and smooth. 
Sulphur is so precious as a skin remedy be- 
cause it destroys the parasites that cause 
the burning, itching or disfigurement. 
Mentho-Sulphur always heals eczema rash, 
skin eruptions and pimples right up. 

A small jar of Rowles Mentho-Sulphur 
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complete our devotions. Before I raised 
my head, I offered up one tiny additional 
prayer—that Clyde would understand how 
my heart recoiled at the prospect of ful- 
filling the demand I had pledged myself to 
honor. 

“I did not mean to intrude,” 
Clyde. 

In his simple, direct way, Father came 
straight to the point. “I must ask you 
to leave my house, Mr. Orsay.” 

“I expected that, sir,” replied Clyde. 
“Before I go, though, I think I owe you 
some sort of explanation.” 

“I understand perfectly, Mr. Orsay. 
But it was a sorry, heedless thing for you 
to have exposed her to dangers which you 
and I know must threaten the innocent.’ 

“Nothing could have happened to her,” 
Clyde insisted. “I was guarding her.” 

‘At best it was a breach of hospitality. 
You are too irresponsible, Mr. Orsay, to 
be trusted with my daughter’s friendship. 

Only when Father uttered these last 
words did Clyde suspect the full meaning 
of it all. His head went up. 


apologized 


you don’t mean that you have for- 
bidden your daughter to talk to me?” 
he asked. 

“I have not forbidden my daughter any- 
thing. I have left it to her conscience. 

I shot him a wild appealing look, but 
he did not understand. My heart went 
cold. He did not understand! He would 
make me break the bonds myself. 

“Eden—” he began desperately. 

“I think you had better go,” I said 
stiffly. “I cannot see you, or talk to you 
again.” 

Then was Clyde’s pride aroused. He 
bowed low, and smiled rather mockingly. 
Almost, I thought he shrugged. 

“I'll get my stuff together immediately,” 
he said in a matter-of-fact tone. 

I should have known how much that 
matter-of-factness cost him. 

Then indeed did living death overtake 
me. I crouched in a corner near the 
window to get a last glimpse of him. 

Father had gone outside to hitch up 
the buggy. He was going to drive Clyde 
lover to Anthony Carlysle, also a Friend. 
Anthony was a man of fifty, who had 
|never married. A spinster sister, several 
|years older, kept house for him. This, 
Father thought, was a more fitting lodging 
for Clyde. 

Presently, he began to carry out his 
possessions—several bags, the surveying 
instrument, blue-prints, boots, an auto- 
mobile robe. He strode through the 
living-room with long, firm steps, holding 
| himself erect. 

Not a moment alone with him. Not a 
|last “good-by.” Several times I might 
have rushed out of my hiding place into 
| his arms, for a hasty embrace to carry into 
the darkness with me, for a whispered 
assurance of love unto death. 

I had given my silent promise. I would 
not communicate with him. He did not 
know I was in the room. I shrank deeper 
the shadows. 

I seemed to see Clyde's face every- 
|where, beside my quilting-frame, behind 
my rug loom, in the flames of the open 
fire, sometimes even in my tea cup—re- 
| flected there with startling accuracy. I 
idid not realize how eagerly I used to wait 
for his return. Now, with my longing 
ever unfulfilled, I knew. 

Time altered its course. 
no longer twenty-four hours. 
was a T ttle eternity by itself. 

I woull awaken at night, feeling anew 
the sweetness of our first kiss. Many a 
time I would reach out, dreaming that he 
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Each day was 
Each day 


The Hidden City 


[Continued from page 52] 


was there beside my bed, only to be re- 
buffed by the empty air. 

I had merely to shut my eyes to live 
again that moment when he had lifted me 
in his embrace and carried me to his auto- 
mobile. I had only to touch my cap to 
remember the thrill of his fingers on my 
hair. I had only to walk a few step: 
down the road to ache for his supporting 
arm. 

Meanwhile it became common talk about 
town that real work on the roads was 
soon to begin. The state had refused our 
petition to save the corduroy road. The 
old cable bridge, however, would be pre- 
served, in so far as it would be rebuilt 
with modern materials along the old lines. 
Thus one of our most curious landmarks 
would be spared, yet made safe for traffic. 

That meant the work of many months. 
Clyde, who was engineer in charge, was 
therefore to remain in Martinsville, al- 
though the workmen who came to effect 
the change would be housed in shacks on 
the other side of the stream. 

Before I had scarcely pieced all this 
information together, Mary Fox came 
with the news that they were already 
putting up the long low buildings, like 
barracks. An undercurrent of excitement 
pervaded the young folks of the village, 
and for all their looking askance, the 
older generation could not conceal its 
interest, either. 

Yet, what could all this mean to me— 
except a certainty I had by turns dreaded 
and hoped for? Clyde was to rcmain; 
Clyde was to be close at hand, yet 
inevitably beyond my reach. 

I did not know which was better—to be 
tortured by his nearness, or to be separ- 
ated by actual as well as spiritual distance. 

Of all this my parents had no suspicion. 
They attributed my pallor and my loss of 
weight to remorse for that one night of 
adventure, 

“The thing is over and done with, 
Eden,” Mother said one day. “Thou hast 
chosen the path of right and strength. 
Neither thy Father nor I had meant that 
repentance ‘should forever hang like a 
cloud over thy youth. Thou must begin 
to go about again, and take part in the 
life of the village. Give a few hours of 
thy day to some one who needs them.” 

Perhaps Mother was right. If I 
plunged myself into another’s sorrow I 
might lose my own. There were the 
motherless little Fullerton children, three 
girls of nine, seven, and three, wistful 
little creatures scarce knowing yet of what 
their mother’s death had deprived them. 


WENT to Friend Fullerton to tell him 

that I would look after his children by 
day. He was a big, raw-boned fellow, the 
blacksmith and wainwright of the village. 
Tears sprang to his eyes at my offer, and 
I had to turn my head sharply away lest 
he see how his simplicity moved me. 

“God bless thee, Eden,” he said. 
“*Twas a great burden on the neighbors 
to be coming in here every hour.” 

“I have no great knowledge of children,” 
I warned him, “but I mean to do my best.” 

I threw myself into the work, deter- 
mined to wring what consolation I could 
from it. The children knew me, of course. 
Within a few days, their first shyness 
wore off, and they came to me with all 
their childish troubles, as they would 
have done to their mother. 

I washed them, I bathed them, I dressed 
them, coming over early in the morning 
to see that the two oldest ones got off to 
the village school in time. Emily, the baby, 
clung to my skirts as she toddled around, 
plying me with questions, turning her 
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little face up to be kissed. Every day 
[ took her to my home for a visit. 

Yes, Mother was right. By giving a few 
hours each day to those who needed help, 
{ found consolation. 

At any rate, I thought I did. Then 
one day, while I rocked little Emily in 
my arms, I caught a glimpse of what it 
might have meant to clasp Clyde’s child 
to my heart. When finally she fell asleep, 
I did not put her into her old wooden 
cradle, but held her tightly to me, certain 
that the illusion would pass once she left 
my arms. 

But it persisted for days, trickling and 
torturing me with its alluring possibilities. 
As I stood in the doorway waiting for 
the children’s father to return from his 
forge, I drugged my pain by pretending 
that I waited for Clyde. When Aaron 
Fullerton came in with a sober “God be 
with thee, Eden!” I saw another shadow- 
figure behind him, dashing up the path 
and dispensing with words of greeting in 
favor of a kiss. 

I began to see the men and women in 
Martinsville in a different light. Did my 
mother love Father as I loved Clyde, for 
all her grave dignity. Was marriage, 
then, not a dull duty imposed by the 
Lord, but His gift, a gift of fire and joy, 
of silent intimacy, of daily happiness, of 
seeing the loved one’s beauty reflected in 
a child’s eyes? 

Under the force of such emotions I 
grew even more wasted. My face was 
white as my kerchief, and seemed quite 
lost inside a bonnet. I kept reminding 
myself of Clyde’s nonchalant manner of 
departure, and a vague dread seized me 
that his love might not have outlived my 
stern decision. 

October passed. The first dull days of 
November gave promise of a hard winter. 
The first snow of the season fell on the 
first Sunday in that month, emphasizing 
the Sabbath stillness with its white, starry 
glitter. 

I remember that well, for on that day 
Clyde came to our services in the Friends’ 
Meeting House. I did not see him as we 
entered, but I had hardly chosen a seat 
when I became conscious of his presence. 
I did not have to raise my head to confirm 
this suspicion. It was not a suspicion. I 
felt with conviction that he was in the 
room. 

I do not know whether many people 


out in the world are familiar with our 
method of worship. The Society of 
Friends has neither ordained ministers 


nor prescribed ritual. We believe that all 
men and women are ordained by God to 
deliver His message, if only they put 
themselves into the proper receptive mood 
by simple living and sincere actions. 

We call our churches Meeting Houses. 
Inside there is no pulpit, altar or pews. 
The space is occupied by rows of long 
benches. Here the congregation assembles 
in silence, heads bowed in prayer. There 
is even no set of special prayers, no re- 
quired hymns. We phrase our own de- 
votions to suit our religious needs. 


HEN, whosoever feels inspired to 

deliver some message of spiritual com- 
fort rises and, coming forward to face the 
congregation, speaks his words in the 
simplest possible way. Sometimes several 
people will preach. Sometimes the meet- 
ing disperses as it assembled, in silence. 
Often there is no sermon, but a member 
will read a chapter from the Bible, or 
lead a hymn. 

It is a peaceful and beautiful way to 
adore God. 

Provided they conduct themselves with 
becoming respect, strangers are always 
welcome in a Friends’ Meeting House. 
Accordingly, I am certain that Clyde’s 
presence created no comment. Only to 


my heart there came an indefinite hope, 
and I offered up a prayer that he might 
be guided aright. 

As it happened we held silent prayer 
on that day. When my parents and I rose 
to leave, I saw that Clyde had been sitting 
in the rear of the Meeting House. He did 
not seem to see us, however, and he was 
gone by the time we got outside. 

The next morning, after sending the 
two Fullerton children off to school, I 
took Emily with me to the Meeting House, 
which is always open. I sat down in the 
seat Clyde had occupied, permitting that 
sense of nearness to lift me out of my 
dull despair. 

Following this, Clyde appeared at Meet- 
ing regularly twice every week, Friday 
night and Sunday morning. Yet he did 
not try to approach me, or even to greet 
us, so far as I could see. 

One Sunday in mid-December, by some 
accident, Mother, Father’ and I found 
ourselves face to face with Clyde. He 
had not been sitting near .{s, but some- 
how, we all left the Meeting House to- 
gether. Perhaps Clyde contrived to do 
this. I do not know. 


(50? morning, Mrs. Cole,” he said to 
Mother. “And you, sir,” to Father. 

Of a sudden I felt faint with a new 
wild joy. Would he talk to me? And 
what was I to do? I had promised not 
to communicate with him. Still, in all 
politeness I would have to return his 
greeting as Father was now doing. 

“God be with you, Mr. Orsay,” answered 
Mother and Father in unison. Then the 
latter added, “It pleases me to see you 
at Meeting.” 

Clyde looked at me. I turned sharply 
away, and it must have been the expres- 
sion on my face at that particular instant 
that aroused my parents’ suspicion. 

“Tt’s restful,” said Clyde, “and gives a 
man time to think of other things be- 
sides roads and bridges.” 

peer were exchanged again, and we 
moved off. 

Not a word to me. Nota sign. Naught 
but a look of no significance whatsoever. 
I kept silent throughout our homeward 
walk. That afternoon, Father and I had 
another long talk. As I said, my attitude 
had aroused his suspicions, and always 
seeking to do that which would add to my 
happiness, he wished to confirm his doubts. 

Before long I broke down, and admitted 
to him that I loved Clyde. More, I told 
him that part of the story I had withheld, 
of Clyde’s kiss of betrothal and our 
mutual admissions. 

“Thou art sure he said he loved thee, 


Daughter ?” 

I nodded. 

Father sat still as a statue. Far from 
growing angry, he seemed strangely 


— The color had receded from his 
ace. 

“Then why did he say nothing ?” 

I could scarcely answer through the 
sobs that choked me. “I had thought of 
that too, Father. I think—it was be- 
cause he knew I would never go against 
thy wishes. And since it was thy wish 
J should not communicate with 
him— 

Silence. The cat walked across the 
floor, pad-pad, pad-pad. rooster 
crowed. In the distance the Dunnebecker 
dog barked. 

“But thou, Eden,” said Father at last. 
“why didst not tell me. 
wished to wreck thy happiness?” 

“My guilt was great, Father. I did not 
believe I had the right to beg for pity.” 

“Perhaps I have misjudged the young 
man,” mused Father. “Perhaps I have 
misjudged him. There must be much that 
is good in him if thou hast given thy 
word to him, Daughter.” 
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Most people everywhere keep slender 
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that to yourself. 
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“But he is a worldling,” I faltered. 

He passed his hand wearily across his 
eyes. “There must be good—even in 
Wouldst like me to go to him, 
Eden? To talk with him, to learn to know 


| him better?” 


“And have him think I am_ pursuing 
him!” I retorted quickly. 

“What does that mean, when love is 
true?” 

Father’s rebuke chastened me. 

“Shall I go, Eden? This evening. "Tis 
the Sabbath, and likely he will be at 
home.” 

“If it is thy wish,” I hedged. 

“No—if it is thy wish, Eden.” 

“There is no need to do that which is 
distasteful,” I said to Father. 

“Should it be thy request, I would not 
find it distasteful, Daughter.” 

Still I could not make up my mind. For 
a long time we sat facing each other on 
opposite sides of the fire. Then, as if he 
had decided that my decision was a nega- 
tive one, he picked up his Bible to read a 
chapter. 

That made me frantic. It seemed to 
indicate that the matter was closed so 
far as he was concerned. I closed my 
hands over his, so he might not open the 
Sacred Book. 

“Father!” I cried. “Oh, please! Father, 
wilt go to him—for me? I love him.” 

He laid down the Sacred Book, and set 


out immediately, stopping first to tell 


who was in her own room 
There wa: 
Mothe: 


Mother, 
Mother came to sit with me. 
no need of words between us. 
understood. 

One hour later, far sooner than I had 
expected him, Father found me sitting as 
he had left me. My heart sank at not 
seeing Clyde with him, and one look at 
his stern, gray face convinced me that 
something dreadful had happened. 

Mother, sweet sensitive soul, thinking 
it would be easier for me to be alone with 
Father, was going to leave the room. I 
clung to her, and she stayed. 

“Anthony and Mahala had gone to visit 
Friend Simmons, who is ill,” said Father 
simply. “But I heard voices from an inner 
room. I knocked at the door. A strange 
voice bade me come in. Mr. Orsay sat 
at a table. Three men, strangers, world- 
lings, were with him. I had never seen 
them before. He introduced me to them.” 

Father drew a deep breath. “I do not 
want to tell thee this, Daughter. I must. 
It was a boisterous and loud gathering. 
They used vile language. There was a 
bottle of forbidden liquor on the table, 
and all had partaken liberally. Yes, Eden, 
they were drunk, and he was with them. 
In his room they drank and gambled, with 
large sums of money on the table. 

“And this is the Sabbath.” 

[Concluded in the December issue.] 
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I'll Never Go Back! 


[Continued from page 80] 


the use? He wouldn’t care, nor worry.” 

“Surely, he is not so unreasonable—” 

“You don’t know him as well as I. He 
is an insufferable bigot. His fixed princi- 
ples are like so many bayonets, ready to 
stab my heart; his terrible will is killing 
my love for him, besides driving me in- 
sane.” 

“Eula, this is dreadful. 
me speak to Arthur—” 

“Never! He would only order you out 
—and you are my only friend.” 

My blood boiled with indignation, yet I 
asked calmly: “Would you like to sing 
in the operetta I am directing? We are 
staging the Bohemian Girl as a benefit for 
disabled soldiers. Your voice is well 
adapted for the part of ‘Arline.’” 

Instantly Eula’s face was transfigured. 
“Oh, I should love it—if Arthur doesn't 
object.” 

“I'll put the matter up to him in such 
a way that he dare not,” I said grimly. 


You must let 


ND I did. Arthur could find no plau- 
sible excuse for objecting to his wife’s 
singing in such a worthy cause. So, 
greatly to Eula’s delight, she was cast for 
“Arline,” playing opposite my “Thaddeus.” 
As rehearsals progressed, Eula regained 
her former charm and vivacity. Some- 
times, for convenience, she and I practiced 
at her home. In gypsy costume, her rare, 
vibrant beauty was adorable. But instead 
of complimenting his charming wife, 
Arthur threw her covert glances, then 
buried his nose in his book. 
110 


Eula, happily ignorant of this, sang as 
never before. Never shall I forget her 
tender, impassioned rendering of “I 
Dreamt I Dwelt in Marble Halls,” or 
Arthur's glowering look when I, as 

“Thaddeus,” the lover, replied with— 
“Then You'll Remember Me.” 

On the night preceding the performance 
the storm broke. I wish I might forget 
that harrowing scene. Intending to leave 
some final instruction for Eula, I called 
at the home and found her cowering, wild- 
eyed, in a chair, while Arthur stood over 
her, fists clenched. 

“What does this mean?” I demanded 
sharply. 

His features relaxed with a_ sneer. 
“Only that I’m tired of this theatrical 
stuff—the eternal love-making and_ silly 
songs. It seems Eula will never grow up. 
She is woefully lacking in dignity—poise— 
such as my wife should have.” 

Then I broke loose. I painted Arthur 
Fairfield as a bigoted domestic tyrant. 
whose chief aim in life was to crush the 
sensitive spirit of his young wife. 

“Nature never intended Eula for a cave- 
dweller, yet you measure her by your own 
impossible standards!” I went on. “You 
make no allowance for her youth and social 
longings. Blinded by arrogance, your con- 
duct toward her is positively brutal.” 

Arthur’s face grew livid. He advanced 
angrily. “Be careful, or you may tempt 
me too far. No man shall show me my 
duty as a husband!” 

“Then for Heaven’s sake, open your 
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eyes. Consider your wife’s wishes, occa- 
sionally. Take her out more; you may learn 
to like it yourself.” 

Arthur laughed scornfully. “I have no 
time for frivolity. You will oblige me, 
hereafter, by not encouraging Eula in the 
like.’ 

“Never fear ; I'll not obtrude in your 
family affairs,” I said coldly. Then after 
briefly stating my errand to Eula, I left. 

Next evening, it required all my ingenuity 
to inspire Eula so that she acted her part 
creditably. Indeed, the large audience pro- 
claimed the operetta a splendid success, 
even though Arthur declined to favor us 
with his presence. 

Afterward, owing to our recent diffi- 
culty, I kept away from his home. Several 
months later, I chanced to meet Eula at 
the trolley station. She looked pale and 
depressed. I inquired about her health and 
she said wearily: 


OTHING ails me, David—only heart- 

break! I was compelled to leave 
Arthur, and have secured an interlocutory 
decree on the grounds of cruelty.” 

I was thunder-struck. “What did he 
do?’ 

Her face colored scarlet. “He accused 
me of—of being in love with you; he 
said you were trying to steal me from him. 
I T ae angry, told him he lied, then he struck 

“Good Heavens, he must be crazy! He 
shall answer to me for that.” 

Eula’s hand fell on my arm, her dark 
eyes swam in unshed tears. “Please— 
David, don’t make it any harder for me. 
Besides, Arthur is being punished, but I'll 
never go back to him—I’ll die first!” 

“Does he -contribute anything. toward 
your support?” 

“He has agreed to furnish thirty dollars 
a month for Billy. I didn’t ask anything 
for my self as I’m teaching a juvenile class 
in music. 

“Eula, let me help you through with this. 
Surely, you will accept a loan—” 

“T thank you, David, but cannot accept 
your kindness. People would talk. 

“Let them, so long as we are content—” 

“No, no! There is my car—good-by.” 

Within a week, I had a stormy inter- 
view with Arthur. He was sorely embit- 
tered by his wife’s departure and threatened 
to bring action to gain possession of Billy. 

“I’m living at home and my mother can 
look after him,” he declared angrily. “I 
might have had him now, if a fool doctor 
hadn't testified that Eula might collapse 
if parted from him.” 

“Tt seems she has the best right to Billy,” 
I declared. “Especially, while he is so 
young. 

“You're actively interested in the affair, 
aren't you? Eula never would have left 
me, but for you.” 

My reply would not look well in print. 
It’s enough to say that I showed Arthur 
that he alone was the cause of her de- 
parture. 

I dared him to prove his insolent asser- 
tion. Unable to name a single instance 
wherein I had presumed on my friendship 
with Eula, he maintained a stony silence. 

“Hereafter, refrain from such unjust 
remarks, or be prepared to suffer the 
consequences,” I flung at him and turned 
away. 

Within a month, Billy came down with 
a serious illness and Eula gave up teach- 
ing, to be with him. After his recovery, 
she was taken to a hospital, suffering with 
neurasthenia. 

Her wan, brave smile cut me to the heart 
when allowed to see her. She reminded 
me of my lost Alice, in her fatal illness. 
Speech was beyond me as I took her thin, 
white hand. My pulses leaped in rebellion 
against Arthur, whose refined cruelty had 
brought Eula to this. 


“T’m glad to see you, David,” she mur- 
mured weakly. “I'll soon be out... I 
must get well—for Billy’s sake.” 

“Don’t you ever consider yourself, Eula? 
You need a long and complete rest, before 
teaching again,” I warned. 

She smiled wanly, the fire of determi- 
nation in her eyes. “I'll get along—some- 
how—” she choked. 

Suddenly a great wave of longing swept 
over me; I saw clearly. I caught her 
hand in fervent grasp: 

“Eula, I love you! Let me try to make 
up for all you have suffered. In a few 
more months we can be married—” 

She gently drew her hand away. “Don’t, 
David. You mistake sympathy for love. 
I shall always regard you as a dear, kind 
friend, but I can never love again.’ 

“Eula, dear, don’t send me away like 
this. Let your heart speak. You will 
think differently, once you are well.” 

And I was not mistaken. We were mar- 
ried soon after Eula received her divorce, 


and established a cozy home in a suburban |° 


bungalow. Slowly but surely her health 
improved while she and Billy reveled amid 
flowers and singing birds in the bright sun- 
shine. 

I was wonderfully proud of the little 
chap’s devotion. He would climb on my 
lap, put his little arms round my neck, 
and call me “Daddy Dave.” Before ac- 
cepting my proposal, Eula told me that 
his had been a Caesarian birth and the 
surgeon afterward informed her that she 
need never expect another child. So the 
little fellow was doubly dear to us. 

We had been married almost a ‘year 
when Arthur brought suit to recover Billy, 
claiming that we were indifferent to the 
child’s moral training. I'll admit that Eula 
and I were not hide-bound bigots, but we 
certainly taught Billy to be obedient and 
unselfish with due regard for the rights of 
others. 

Eula was almost distracted, so I feared 
her separation from the boy would be 
disastrous. In vain I tried to assure her 
that Arthur’s act was only spite work. 
Anyhow, I decided to put up a strong 
fight for Billy. 

After all the evidence was in at the 
trial, the judge said he would like to have 
Billy make his own choice. Arthur smiled 
confidently as he lifted the boy from my 
lap. There was a scream, a struggle, yet 
Arthur grasped Billy firmly. One look 
into his father’s grim face and Billy’s little 
fists pounded his breast in terror. Then 
he held out his arms to me. 

“Daddy Dave, make bad man go ’way. 
Take Billy home!” he wailed. 


NGERED, humiliated, Arthur put 
down his son. “Maybe I had better 
wait till he is older,” he muttered. 

It was a most distressing sight. I was 
glad when it was over and Billy ran into 
my arms while Eula wept from sheer joy. 
It is useless to say that the child was 
awarded to our care, for Arthur’s previ- 
ous record as a husband was seriously 
against him. 

Next day a coat and hat were found on 
the beach within city limits. Beside them, 
under a stone, lay a note: 

To the Public—In the guise of a friend, 
a man entered my home and stole my wife 
and child. He has killed my soul. I no 
longer want to live. 

L. Fairfield. 


That was three weeks ago and the body 
has not been recovered. Was it swept out 
to sea, or is it a clever ruse of Arthur’s 
to disappear? Am I to blame for my part 
in the affair? Sometimes when the ever- 
changing sea beats steadily against the 
shore and the storms wind moans weirdly 
around our snug home. I wonder if I am 


to blame? At least, I have the Losetty ap- 
proval of my dear wife—and Billv 
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Don’t Touch Me! 


[Continued from page 48] 


relaxation, and bent my lips to her hair 
as I laid her gently on my own side of 
the bed and took up her vigil in the chair. 

Many times the baby woke, but I man- 
aged to quiet him without disturbing Lois. 
Toward morning, however, hunger added 
to his insistence. A half-smothered wail 
brought her suddenly to her feet, dazed 
and uncomprehending. 

“My dear, my dear!” she protested. 
“And you going to take an early train! 
It’s nearly five now. Why did you let me 
sleep?” 

“Guess you needed it, all right,’ I as- 
serted. 


HERE was no time for explanation or 
question. But there was one perfect 
moment of farewell. 

The day was stiflingly hot. The train, 
ean accommodation I was forced to board, 
was crowded to the limit. But I had no 
thought of Philadelphia. I was over- 
powered with longing to get back to the 
Doubts vanished. 


| I was certain that if Lois and I talked 


the matter over calmly, we should agree 
on something concerning the offer in Chi- 
cago, What we would agree upon was of 
little importance so long as we could once 
more be united. 

By the merest good luck I was able to 
make a train that would get me back in 
time for dinner. I could help with Eric, 
should he prove fretful, or if, by a happy 
chance, he was quiet enough to leave, I 
would take Lois out for a good time. 

I was so deep in my plans for an eve- 
ning that was to wipe away all recollec- 
tion of last night’s unhappiness, I failed 
to perceive how the sky was darkening, 
and was quite surprised to find myself in 
the midst of a crashing thunder-storm 
when I reached our home station. The 
cars protected me for a distance, but in 


| the long climb to the house I got dripping 


wet. 

So it was with added satisfaction I drew 
out my latch-key and let myself into the 
longed for shelter. But the house had a 
strangely deserted air. I called my wife’s 
name once—twice. No answer. Then, 


4 shivering. J sought the kitchen to inter- 


view the maid. The kitchen curtains were 
drawn, the place deserted. 

A chill not induced by the storm clutched 
my heart as I entered the living-room and 
switched on the electricity.. The light 
brought into high relief a three-cornered 
note I had learned to dread, stuck into the 
corner of a silver frame on the piano. 

Trying to believe that Lois, terrified by 
the approach of the storm, had fled to her 


mother's, I lifted the paper ,with fingers 
that shook. I even attempted to smile 
indulgently. One glance at the written 


words tightened my lips. It was so hot. 
Her head ached so. The baby seemed 


worse. Her mother had engaged a room 
at Stoneport crushed the note 
savagely.“ She was gone—to Stoneport! 


Something in me seemed to die. It was 

a grim-visaged man I encountered in the 
mirror as I reached for a miatch to light 
the gas log. The very air had turned cold, 
according well with my’ mood Alter- 
nately shivering and burning: I removed 
my wet apparel. 

For two days I went back and forth 
to my office like a man in a dream. If 
the telephone rang I refused to answer it 
until assured the speaker had nothing to 
do with the house of Errol. To my 
mother-in-law I was out—out of the office 
—out of the city. * 

For the first time since our ay I 
did not once write to Lois. She had im- 
plored me to, in the note that had awaited 


112 


y ; I satisfied my con- 
science with the excuse that I had lost the 


my home-toming. 


address. It was true. When I had 
crushed her note, I had flung it to the floor 
where it went to pieces in the pool of water 
from my dripping garments. 

Those were terrible days! Rain, fog, 
wind, without. The blackness of despair 
in my heart. I fought it out desperately. 
This state of affairs must end. Either I 
must be master of my home, or that home 
must be dissolved. Beyond that, I could 
not plan—dared not consider. But I must 
know—and know as soon as possible. 

After forty-eight hours of consider- 
ation, I determined to seek Lois, to put the 
whole matter before her, calmly but de- 
cidedly. And then, by an almost cruel 
quip of fate, the very morning of that third 
day brought me a night-letter from Phila- 
delphia, demanding my presence at a meet- 
ing of one of the big firms with whom | 
had extensive coal contracts. The evening 
was set as the time—for my special ac- 
commodation. But Philadelphia—now! 

It was not thought of the business meet- 
ing; but of my meeting with Alice Perry, 
that beguiled the long hours of travel 
through rain-soaked landscape. She, per- 
haps better than anyone else, could help 
me at this crisis. So, at least, I disposed 
of any misgivings at seeking her. Yet I 
could not command my pulses, which 
quickened as I stepped into a taxi, and 
gave the familiar address. 

Light leaped to her eyes as she welcomed 


e. 

“Keith—at last!” escaped ‘her, vibrantly. 
“I half-way looked for you three nights 
ago. Something—you know how I sense 
such things—made me feel close to you— 
almost as if you needed me.’ 

Involuntarily ‘I drew back, startled at 
an intuition that had dated the evening in 
my study so exactly. 

“Was it so, Keith? Did you call me?” 
quick to perceive my confusion. 

She had drawn me into the library 
where, heretofore, Professor Stimson 
had always welcomed me. Tonight, I 
noticed, she did not push forward the 
customary leather chair for my reception, 
but sat down on the sofa and motioned 
me to a piace beside her. 

I tried to shake off the feeling that al- 
most tangible bonds were tightening around 
me. I even laughed lightly as I yielded 
to her insistence, and took the proffered 
seat. 


NCANNY sense you have, Alice. I 

always said so, if you remember. Re- 
call how you came rushing to my study one 
evening just before a mid-year exam, 
because you insisted I had summoned. you 
—hbecause I needed you?” 

“I—I am not apt to forget—some things 
—Keith.” The slight quiver in her voice, 
always a thrilling contralto, set little 
shivers racing up and down my spine. 
They warned me that, for the first time 
since my marriage—or hers—we were 
quite alone together. I must needs be on 
my guard, if any of Lois’ conjectures 
chanced to have a foundation of truth. 

Thought of Lois was at once an urge 
and a stay to emotion. I attempted to run 
a middle course. But my success—well, 
that is best judged by the result. 

“I was thinking of you, Alice,” I con- 
fessed, trying to have it appear casual, 
“because—well—largely because of this. 
I was so sure you would be interested.” 
I handed her the letter I had previously 
shown Lois. 

There was no uncertainty in Alice’s 
reaction. Her eyes lit—her whole face 
kindled. She clapped her hands. 
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“It’s the chance of a lifetime, Keith! 


When do you plan to go? It’s just what 
you need.” 

“I—well—I haven't accepted—yet. You 
sce—Lois 

“Oh, Lois!” she laughed indulgently. 
“You don’t really mean Lois. It is Mrs. 
Errol again, isn't it?- But you can’t let 
her spoil—this !” 

The question in her voice opened all the 
pent-up bitterness of days and months. 
Without stopping to think, I plunged into 
details of this, my worst dilemma, just as 
I used to recount to her my defeats in the 
school-room. 

At the close there was an instant’s hush. 
Alice’s hands were twisting and untwisting 
her handkerchief. It was that handker- 
chief, with its narrow border of black, 
that startled me to full appreciation of my 
weakness. That—and the look in Alice 
Perry's eyes! I have seen such a look in 
the eyes of a mother cat when one of her 
kittens is being roughly handled. That 
look set the seal of truth on all Lois’ 
presumptions. I no longer dared deny, 
even to myself, that Alice Perry loved me. 

Before the startled interrogation in my 
face, her glance wavered and fell. She 
rose abruptly and crossed to the window 
where she stood looking out on the pave- 
ments, sloppy and blurry, under the street- 
lights. 

“Life is like that,’ she said, as I 
crossed to stand beside her. “What light 
there is just seems to show up the diffi- 
culties of the road.” 


[™ SORRY, Alice,” I replied huskily, 
“that I have unintentionally added to 
your—difficulties.” 

“No need to worry about mine, Keith,” 
her voice shaken, “with your own to face. 
I've learned—or thought I had—to carry 
mine—alone. You——” Into her tones 
crept that repressed tremulousness that set 
my blood rioting. “Just remember—if things 
get too hard—if you need help——” She 
lifted her eyes now, clear of all attempt 
at concealment. They blazed into mine— 
a heat so intense I took fire. My arms 
went round her—my lips sought hers. 

Sought, but did not reach them. Alice’s 
hand came between, soft but determined. 
“Not now—Keith—or ever—unless 

In the train that night—business over— 
I shuddered, thankful for her repulse; 
thankful I ‘could still seek Lois without 
shame. Yet what latent possibilities 
lingered in that, * ‘unless !” 

When I again entered my own home, a 
place unkempt and forlorn, I was startled 
by the buzz of the telephone. Unthinkingly 
I answered it. Mrs. Errol’s voice sounded 
sharp—entreating. It was the latter 
quality that held me at the receiver until 
she had delivered her half-frightened ap- 
peal. Where had I been? Did I know 
that Eric had been desperately ill? Ter- 
rible storm in Stoneport—wires down for 
days—Lois worried—half sick—would I— 
Keith—go for her—at- once—tonight? 

I waited for no more but hung up. Nor 
would I respond to the further frantic 
jangling of the telephone. The storm of 
the past days was as nothing to the storm 
now raging in my heart. Remorse— 
wounded pride—battled with the love of a 
lifetime. Love for the mother—agony 
for the child! 

All my previous resolutions alternately 
melted and stiffened to firmer resolve: 
melted, as I thought of possible harm ‘to 
my baby son; stiffened, as I recalled bit- 
terly that it was Mrs. Errol’s decree which 
accounted for his illness in a remote vil- 
lage, far from the care of ouf own trusted 
doctor. 

Early evening found me in Stoneport. 
I had no difficulty, in such a small place, 
of learning the whereabouts of my wife. 
A few hints to the landlady allowed me 


Turn YOUR Comedy Into 


TOONING ~ 


Now Amazingly Simple to Learn 


If you can tell a joke or provoke fun—you can turn this 
same humor into big money—by simply learning to draw 


quickly—right in your own home. 


No special talent needed. 


Here’s how you can do it. 


Did you ever have the experience 
of hearing a funny story and then 
later have a popular cartoonist use it 
in his comic strip? 

This happens every day. Some 
bright fellow tells a funny story and 
gets nothing but a few laughs. Then 
a cartoonist uses it and makes up to 
$200 a week out of other peoples’ stuff. 


No Talent Needed 


If you enjoy telling funny stories—it’s a 
shame to waste your talent merely because 
you never knew drawing was easy to learn. 
Making people laugh is one of the best 
paying professions of all. Hundreds of 
thousands of newspapers are looking for 
new cartoonists with new ideas and they are 
willing to pay almost any price. 


Draw Well—In Amazingly Short Time 


You may never 


have realized it— 
but almost any- 
body can learn to 
make cartoons. 
Some of the great- 
est cartoonists 
never started until 
later in life. And 
the simplicity of 
this method is ab- 


$125 a Month Spare Time 
“I wish to .take this 
opportunity to recom- 
mend your school. I 
have been doing a 
great deal of com- 
mercial work — mak- 
ing on the average of 
$125 a month in spare 
time 
Charlotte, | 

Lessons Very Simple 


clear and so easy, to | S0lutely astonish- 
understand that I felt | ou notice 


progress almost 
with each pencil 
stroke. First you 
draw rapid, 
straight lines, then 
curves, and in al- 
most no time your 
cartoons begin to 


as if my teacher was at 
my elbow instead of 
many miles away. 

liked. the manner of 
correction and _ criti- 
cism given to my work. 
I was able to see my 
errors very easily.” 


M..E. E., Salem, N. J. 
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sell. Learning now, at home, in spare time 
is real fun. . And for this fun, almost before 
you realize it, you may easily double and 
triple your salary again and again. 


Coupon Brings Free Book 


A handsomely illustrated book just 
neat gives all the most up-to-date in- 
ormation on the thousands of wonderful 
opp portunities in cartooning and shows how 

is startling new method enables you to en- 
ter this field. It tells about our students— 
their successes—what they say—actual 
reproductions of their work—how they made 
big money even while studying. This at- 
tractive book will be sent without cost or 
obligation. By all means, send for it. Mail 
coupon now. 


WASHINGTON 
SCHOOL OF 
CARTOONING 
Room 9611, 
1115 15th St., N.W. 


Washington, D. C. 


Washington School of Cartooning, Room 9611 C 
1115 (5th N. W., Washington, D. C. 

Please send me without cost or obligation your new 
book on art, ‘‘New Easy Way to Become a Cartoonist,’’ 
and details of your special Free Offer. 
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Brain Tools 


Men who work with their hands know that headwork gets 
them more money. 
Brain tools make the tools in your tool box at —_— 


and the best brain tools you can 

are good beoks—not just any books, but books which fh 
you ,the things you want to know, and do it instantly. 
Carpenters make themselves contractors by learning how 
to estimate correctly. Contractors are able to handle 
bigger and more profitable jobs by learning how the big 


twice as effective, 


fellows do it, and architects and those who want to enter 
-+his highly paid profession earn more money by having 
facts and figures at their finger tips. 


This brand new set of five handsomely bound books 
covering all phases of architecture, carpentry and build- 
ing, enable you to get authoritative, specialized in- 
formation in a moment. No tedious long hours of reading 
—no hard grinding study but instant reference to the 
vital facts. You don’t waste a 
minute—-the new jiffy index puts 


Free 
Membership 


before your eyes, without wasteil 

time, the things you want to} Send now and we 
know will include with 
The most complete work of its 5 ped mak- 
kind we have ever published; | {ng books a mem- 


bership which en- 
titles you to free 
consultation privi- 
leges with twenty 
highly paid ex- 
perts. This alone 
is invaluable. 


nothing has been overlooked. Use 
of tools—building construction, 
heating, Uighting, plumbing, arch- 
itectural drawing, blueprint read- 
ing; in short, the most com- 
prehensive and easily understood 
work of its kind. 


These Books Sent FREE 


Yes, this is true. We ship them to you without a penny 

of down payment. When you get them, look them over 

carefully—note how easy it is to find what you want to 

know—test the index in any way you want to and then if 

after 10 days you agree that you have at hand a veritable 

mine of invaluable information, send only $2.00 and keep 

the books After that send us only $3.00 per month 

until the small total of only $19.80 is paid. 

You'll thank the day you sent for your set. 
Learning Means Earning 

and here you have at hand information gathered from 

hundreds of experts, all for so small a sum you'll never 

miss the money. Use these books as others have done 

and you'll get many times their price in a few months. 

One job alone may repay you several fold. 

Send for your set today. 


FREE EXAMINATION COUPON 


AMERICAN TEC pal AL SOCIETY 


Dept. G8193, Chicago. 
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days in whe look them over and decide if | want to Aft 
whieh I will either send them back or send $2.00 down and $3.00 oer month 
until the special price of only $19.80 has been pa 
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to'seek her room un&rinoufced. back 
was toward me, dimly outlined in the foggy 
twilight, and I could see she held Eric as 
though loath to put him down, for her 
head was bent toward him till her face 
rested on his hair. 

At length, however, she placed him in 
the little crib beside the bed, and turned 
toward the door. For the first time she 
realized my presence. She gave a heart- 
broken cry and flung herself into my arms, 
sobbing hysterically. 

Even so, she did not forget the baby, 
and her sobs were hushed for fear of 
waking him. I led her to a couch near 
the window, quieting her with wordless 
caresses, trembling with the joy of it. 

“Take me home, Keith, take me home,” 
she articulated at last, “now—tonight!” 

“Can't be done, dear. terribly 
sorry, but I must leave at ten.” Repressed 
longing, for I_was holding myself in hand 
by supreme effort, turned my voice harsh. 


UT Keith!” she wailed, as her arms 
clung. 

“Tt’s business, dear,” I managed; “a deal 
that opened up last night. If I put it 
through successfully, it may net me enough 
to pay for this—vacation.” Unintentionally 
I had slurred the last word to irony, there 
was so little suggestive of an outing in that 
apartment littered with baby clothes, damp 
from continued fog, a grim array of 
medicine bottles on the dresser. 

“That’s not fair!” Her voice was 
strained. “You know you are not to pay 
for this. I never would have thought of 
asking you for so much—as things stand. “a 

I didn’t mean to make my voice cold, 
but I had to hold it steady. It would have 
been far easier to forgive, but-—— 

“Lois,” I said, after I had crushed that 
desire, “I’ve been thinking—thinking hard. 
Things—as they stand—must suffice for 
you henceforth. I am your husband. You 
are my wife—not your mother’s daughter. 
You must either live within my income— 
or go back to the home where the income 
is sufficient for your desires.” 

She drew away from me almost as if I 
had struck her. I could realize, even in 
my own misery, how cruel the words must 
sound, but I could not retract. Life, as 
we were living it, was too impossible. 

“You mean you want me to go back?” 

“God forbid!” It sprang forth of it- 
self. 

“Then why this—this melodrama?” It 
was her voice that was cold now. 

“If that is the way it strikes you—let’s 
end it, at once,” I retorted, stung to mad- 
ness. 

“You mean you are willing I should 


' go? You wouldn’t even put up a fight 


| to keep me?” 


| hard enough to win you. 


The words sounded bitter. 
It may be that she too was struggling 
with pain. 

My mouth twisted to a smile but there 
was no mirth in it. “I thought I fought 
I didn’t think 
I'd have to put up a fight every time there 
was a decision to make.” 

“You're unfair, Keith, unfair!” she 
blazed. “Just because mother is willing 
to help out! Everybody thinks she is 
wonderful to us. Just because she thinks 
I need a vacation and gives it to me is 
no reason 

“You're right,” I cut in; “it is no reason 
why you should always accept her say-so 
—not mine. No reason why she should try 
to boss the whole show and the dog under 
the wagon—yours truly posing as the 
dog.” 

“Keith, how can you!” 

“How can I help it? See here, Lois, 
we might as well have it out—right now. 
Because it hurts me so, and I had so much 
difficulty to control my voice, it rasped like 
a file. But I had to go on. “Your mother 
has interfered between us for the last 
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time, if you want me for your husband. 
You needn’t look so shocked. You know, 
only too well, what I mean. You know 
how I wanted you—how she made me wait 
for you. I changed all my plans, all my 
longed-for ambitions, because she didn't 
want to have you go away. 

“What did I gain by it? I might almost 
as well have lived alone, as never to feel 
sure there’d be a wife to welcome me when 
I got home. I thought, when Eric came, 
it would have to be different. He was as 
much mine as yours. Not a bit of it! | 
couldn’t even name him after my own 
father. He must be Eric Errol, after 
yours. Your mother would have it so! 
Since then things have been worse than 
ever. Until—this!” 

For a second there was no sound in the 
room but the boom-boom of the waves on 
the beach below us. Then:— 

“Just what do you intend to do?” Again 
that pinched little voice like her mother’s 

“That depends entirely on you.” My 
voice matched her own. “I’m leaving to- 
night. If you will let me know your 

lans——”” 

She bit her lips. “If you won’t take me 
home, I suppose Mother will have to send 
the car.” 

“I can’t take you, Lois—not won't!” 
Why would she persist in hurting me? 

“Well, all I know is that Mother is the 
only one who appears to care much, one 
way or the other. She——” Her voice 
caught. 

“She was the only one who had your 
confidence,” I retorted coldly. 

“But I wrote you just why 

“After I had told you just why—not!” 

“But Eric was so far from well.” 

“Think he’s benefited a whole lot by the 


change ?” 

“He—he’s better now. And he would 
have gained much faster if the 
weather——” 


“We've had weather at both ends of the 
line. There were home conveniences at 
our end—and someone who would have 
been glad to help.” 

For an instant she wavered and my heart 
leaped. Then, still on the defensive, “But 
you were away.” 

“I’ve been in the city every day but one.” 

“But I didn’t know it!” 

“You didn’t wait to find out. And I— 
well—I had hurried back to surprise you.” 

Silence. Then, in sudden concern, “But 
how have you managed? You didn’t stay 
at Mother’s ?” 

“Not if I knew it!” 

Silence again, so protracted my hopes 


ran high. I leaned over her. My arms 
ached to close around her. “Have you 
decided, Lois? whispered. “Are you— 


my wife?” 

‘Instead of yielding she stiffened with 
sudden petulance. “How do I know? . How 
can I tell? It’s too much to ask—right 
off—like this.” 

“Ts it, Lois?” I pleaded. 
honestly know what I mean?” 


” 


“Don’t you 


it JUST means that all you are thinking 
about, as Mother said, is that miserable 
Chicago offer,” she flung back. 

“That's not true, Lois.” 

“It’s near enough the truth, I guess. 
And I know that any girl in her right 
senses would think it was crazy to give 
up everything, her home, and—” 

“Not any girl,” I opposed resolutely. 
“T can easily imagine girls who could not 
only appreciate, but be glad that a man’s 
profession might mean more to him than 
mere dollars, but——” 

“Such girls as Alice Perry!” 
It was fortunate the dusk 
features. My voice was even, 
plied casually. 

“Yes, Alice Perry 
diate acceptance.” 
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“You speak as if you knew! . Have you 
seen her—to ask?” Pain and suspicion 
edged the question. 

I don’t have to, to know that,” I par- 
ried. 

“Why not make sure?” she thrust back 
so suddenly it took my breath. “She’s 
always been a woman after your heart— 
literally. She understands you. And she’s 
fortunate enough not to be encumbered 
with a mother. Yes, go—go to her! Oh, 
I—I'm tired of it.all!” Her voice broke 
pitifully. “No, don’t touch me! I find I 
can make up my mind after all. Now—at 
once. And I am not going to give up—my 
mother. If that is a crime—well—it’s your 
answer—anyway.” 

“Lois!” She must have felt the anguish 
in it. Perhaps she counted on it to win. 
I couldn’t tell. But she did not turn. 

“If I—go——” I choked, cleared my 
throat and stumbled on, “it’s the end— 
remember. I shall not come back. I— 
Lois, do you mean it?” 

She shrugged—or was it a sob? I 
didn’t wait to find out. I didn’t dare 
glance at the crib where my boy lay sleep- 
ing. I fumbled and found my coat and 
hat, felt my way to the door. Almost 
I fancied I heard her rise, and start to 
speak. I stopped, waiting breathlessly. The 
intolerable boom-boom of the breakers 
filled the dark. I turned and fled. 

I was thankful the train was about to 
start. But I got little comfort out of its 
rhythmic repetition of my spoken _ulti- 
matum, “Ne-ver-a-gain—ne-ver-a-gain—” 
Pictures of my home as I last saw it, 
untidy, forlorn, only emphasized the de- 
spair in the continuous, “Ne-ver-a-gain— 
ne-ver-a-gain—” 


At LAST, just as I felt I could not en- 
dure another revolution of the wheels, 
the train slowed for a stop. Something 
in me snapped. When next the cars moved 
forward it was to a different refrain, 
“Ne-ver—un-less—ne-ver—un-less—” 

The white intensity of Alice Perry’s 
face, controlled even in its passion, 
beckoned to me out of the night. The 
soothing quiet of her well-ordered house, 
the unfinished sentence full of promise, 
opened a path of escape from the misery 
that was mine. The evening in my study 
spent in poring over time-tables had 
photographed them on some obscure tablet 
in my mind. Now, brought under the white 
light of my desire, they leapt into startling 
vividness. I had but to consult my watch 
to feel certain of making a train that 
would bring me to her house in the very 
early morning—to breakfast with her, 
perhaps. No opportunity to return to my 
own home, for which I felt thankful. My 
grip held all the essentials. The future—— 
[ resolutely shook off the black pall of 
suffering that hung on the words. Hence- 
forth I would live—one day at a time. 

I have no excuse to offer for my sub- 
sequent actions. I seemed impelled to them 
by a force of circumstance over which I 
had little control, goaded perhaps, at 
minutes, by the scathing command of my 
wife, “Go to her!” One part of me offered 
weak resistance. But the other drove me 
on relentlessly, as if eager to write finis 
across the pages of my married life. 

Although unexpected and so very early, 
Alice did not keep me waiting. She came 
down to me, her hair loose, her lithe body 
swathed in a lacy negligée. I did not wait 
the question in her eyes—on her lips. I 
caught her to me, crushing her so close a 
tiny cry escaped her. But it was not a 
cry of protest. The warmth and fra- 
grance of her raced through’ my veins like 
wine. My kisses fell on her hair, her 
neck, her half-bared shoulder. Her face 
was pressed against my breast as she 
clung, trembling. 

“Ts it demanded feverishly, 


Last He Told 
Her The Truth! 


that was why he had hurried her 
home! The distracting loveliness of 
her radiant young cheek had spoiled 
his pleasure in their autumn walk. Jeal- 
ous of the admiration that she had 
aroused on every side! And now, in the 
cozy firelight, he frankly confessed his 
misery at sharing with any other the 
clear vividness of her youth. 
Always gv with a etic beauty, 
= owed _ her vivacious p to Pat 
Rouge. She had tinted her 
yo with its lasting flush, applying it 
before powdering to make it waterproof. 
She enjoyed the feel of this smooth handmade 
rouge. It is delightfully fine to the touch and its 
texture is like satin on the skin. 
For perfect adherence of bloom, she uses Pert 
cream Rouge first as a base for the compact. It 
spreads quickly at the touch of moistened finger 
and lasts indefinitely. Yet it disappears on ap- 
plication of cleansing cream or soap. 
Pert compact Rouge is made in blush, rose and evening (a 
bright new shade). Pert cream Rouge comes in light and 
dark orange, also in rose. 
ie waterproof Lipstick enhances the beauty of the lips 
es the rouge. 
Cormac 30. Cream Rouge or Lipstick, 75¢, U, S. and 
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Wonderful For Touching Up 


You can put it on just where it is needed. Can 
be used where powdered henna dyes have been 
used. The shades blend in beautifully. Can be 
used over other hair dyes or restorers. Directions 
in English and Spanish. 

Eau de Henna comes in colors: Black, dark 
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auburn. Price postpaid $2.50 or C. O. D. $2.65. 
State color desired. 

Order through your Druggist, Department Store 
or Beauty Parlor, or direct from us. 
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Needed 
viation! 


D2 you love adventure? Do you want to make big 
money? Although aviation is still in its infancy 
there isa crying demand for men with courage, nerve, 
and se'f-reliance—ambitious men who are looking 


for 2 uew field. For those who qualify there will be 
thousands of highly paid jobs. 
ty in 


Amazing Op 
the Airplane Industry 


Yes, as yet, aviation is in its infancy, but nowis 
the time to get in. In the 
automobile industry and 


Fascinating — in the moving picture 
-~B business hundreds of men 
Daring ig got rich by getting in at 
Paying the start. They madetheir 
Prepare Now for One,of | Success before others 
‘These Positions woke up. ; 
_ Think how much avia- 
$60 to § 150 por week tion has progressed in the 
last few years, Commer- 
ronautical Contractor cial air lines have already 


mous profits proved themselves suc- 
cessful both in Europe 


und America. Great men 
ne inepector redict that in the near 
50 to $75 per week uture there will be air- 


freight lines — organiza- 
tions as large as our rail- 
roads are today. AVIA- 
TION IS NEW. It 
clamors for every young 
man, 


Be an Aviation Expert— 
$50 to $100 a week 


The study of aviation is as fascinating as the actual work. 
Only one hour of spare time a day at home and we teach 
the basic training. You will find every lesson packed full of 
interest. Student S. F. McNaughton, Chicago, says, ““Your 
lessons are like a romance, ani what is more, after one 
reading the student gets a thorough understanding.’’ Men 
who have had actual experience guide you carefully through 
your training. They sclect the lessons, lectures, b ueprints, 
and bulletins. Once you start you can’t get enough of it. 
Here are some real jobs. Which one do you want? Aero- 
nautical Instructor, Aeronautical Engineer, Aeronautical 
Aeroplane Repairman, 

eroplane Mechanician, Aeroplane Inspector, Aero; 

Assembier, Aeroplane Builder. 


Big Aviation Book FREE 


Send coupon below for our new FREE book just out en- 
titled,“‘Opportunities in the Airplane Industry.” It is inter- 


ne man 
65000 per year and up 
ibler 
Ae Buiide: 
ter week 


esting andinstructive. Get yours before edition is exhausted. | 


AMERICAN SCHOOL OF AVIATION 
Pept. 2068 3601 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 

AMERICAN SCHOOL OF AVIATION x 
Dept. 2068 3601 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 


< Without any obligation send me your free book ‘‘Oppor- 
tunities in the Airplane Indust Lah information 1 
A ics. 


about your Home Study Coursein eronauti 
State........ 


| the corner. 


Jand held her from me at last in an at- 
tempt to meet her glance. 


“Answered?” she faltered, uncompre- 
hending. 
| “The ‘unless’?” my voice throbbing to 


| my pulse beats. “‘Unless—what? Answer 

| She straightened and drew away, sud- 
denly remote. “You do right to ask. I 
should have demanded before——” 

My arms reached out. 

“No—no—I'm awake at last. You—you 
caught me—dreaming—” her breath still in 
little gasps. 

“Then dream again!” I urged passion- 
ately. “Let’s dream through—all eternity !” 
My voice turned harsh as too recent pain 
caught at recdllection. 

“What has happened, Keith?” 

“Everything !” 

“Lois ?” 

I nodded. 
her mother.” 

“And you will go to Chicago?” 

I started. It was natural inference, yet 
it had not linked itself up as a result in 
my disordered thoughts. I fumbled in my 
| pocket and pulled out the letter. 
| “Why—why—” I passed my hand across 
| my eyes to assure their perfect vision, “to- 
morrow—no—today, at noon—the offer 
closes !” 

“And you haven't already 
supposed 

“T haven’t had time,” vaguely; “I—I’ve 
been coming here—to you!” 

“Poor boy!” She bent forward, sensing 
my hesitation, ready with a remedy. Her 
eyes were almost of metallic brilliance. 
“Would it be easier—if I—— There is no 
reason why I couldn't live in Chicago— 
now—you know.” 

The world seemed crashing round my 
ears. Yet here was the way—open—free— 
one day at a time. And Lois? 

“T would have to wire—at once,” I mum- 
bled undecidedly. Suddenly I realized I 
was tired—tesperately tired. 

“You can use the telephone,” she offered. 
The brilliance of her eyes had crept into 
her voice. I drew away from it. 

“No,” I replied, the queer fog persisting 
in my brain. “TI rather think—that is, I 
prefer to go down to the Western Union 
myself—write the message——” 

“Good! T'll go with you. We'll have 
something to eat at a little restaurant on 
You haven't breakfasted ?” 

T shook my head. 

“Then wait a few minutes till I slip into 
some street clothes.” She left the room. 

Outside, on the sidewalk, in the first 
sunlight of the week, a mother paused 
beside a baby carriage to readjust the pil- 


“She has made her choice— 


wired? I 


lows behind a tiny capped head. 

My agony burst in a half sob. As if 
dominated by an overmastering power out- 
side myself, I drew forth my memorandum 
book, tore out a leaf and scribbled rapidly : 

I can’t do it, Alice. I’m going back to 
my baby—and Lois. 

Footsteps on the stairs started the cold 
sweat. I couldn’t face Alice Perry. Fear 
such as I have never known, nerved me to 
desperation. I raised the window, opening 
directly on the street, threw myself across 
the sill and dropped to the sidewalk. 

Out of the house, out of the city, glad 
of every mile that clicked between me and 
the most terrible moments of my life! 

The porter announced luncheon. As I 
stumbled into the diner, I realized I had 
not eaten for twenty-four hours; realized, 
too, that it was after one o'clock. The 
laboratory position was closed! 

What did I face? Should Lois abide by 
her decision, I never could return to a 
business. purchased with her father’s 
money. Even our home—— 

But untidiness there was not! 
order met me at every turn. 


Shining 
Even my 


slippers, which I was accustomed to seek 
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so eagerly after hours of conventionally- 
shod discomfort, lay beside the easy chair. 

“Keith—Keith!” came in a_ suffocated 
little cry. “You did come back—you did— 
you did!” 

“Lois—Lois!” I breathed against her 
lips, pressed close in a frenzy of yearning. 
“IT had to come. I couldn't stay, not even 
with Alice Perry!” anxious to confess and 
have it over with. 


¥ OU—you did go to her?” Lois big 
brown eyes widened with half-fright- 
ened unbelief. 

I nodded, shamefaced. 

glad—glad—glad!” she astounded 
me by exclaiming, forcing me down into 
the easy chair that she might curl on my 
knees and twine her arms about me. “I 
I’ve never dared say it—but I’ve always 
been jealous—furiously jealous of Alice 
Perry! And after I sent you away to 
her, Keith ” I could feel a warm 
tear on my neck. “I was frantic—mad 
with fear! But now—now—” exultingly, 
“If she couldn’t make you stay after all | 
had said and done! Oh, my dear, my dear, 
perhaps it was all wrong, but I’m glad— 
glad—glad I let you go!” And she never 
knew what mad rapture surged through me 
at thought of my narrow escape! 

I drew her close, and we sat so—word- 
lessly happy until, out of the stillness, the 
door-bell pealed sharp, imperative. 

Lois darted from my knees, unexplained 
excitement tensing her every muscle. Then, 
as unexpectedly, she halted, allowing the 
maid to precede her to the door, excite- 
ment still manifest in two bright flecks 
deep in her eyes. 

“You—you didn't accept the Chicago 
offer, Keith?” she faltered, I thought a bit 
fearfully. I smiled reassurance, believing 
she must have glimpsed the yellow envelope 
in the messenger’s hand, and taken alarm. 

“No, dearest,” reaching up to her, for 
I had not risen; “I learned that nothing 
counted but you and your happiness.” 

“And I learned—” she began breath- 
lessly, then stopped and bit her lips. It 
was she who took the message from the 
maid and brought it, hesitantly, to me. I 
laughed outright. 

“Probably the business engagement I 
mentioned, and then promptly forgot, after 
leaving you, last night,” I said as I tore 
open the envelope. 

Lois did not reply: she only stood with 
her eyes on me, the strange light still 
sparkling in their depths, as I read: 

CAN GIVE MONTH TO SETTLE AFFAIRS. 
SALARY BEGINS SEPTEMBER FIRST. 

The signature was that of the firm in 
Chicago. 

Dazed, I glanced at Lois. The sparkle 
in her eyes had spread to all her features, 
even lurking in the dimple that played hide 
and seek in her cheek. 

“You see, I’ve been thinking, too. After 
you left—oh, Keith!—” she blinked back 
sudden tears, “I sent for Mother. I was 
wild to get here—home—before you—if 
you only came back! Mother came, but 
in her peremptory way she ordered me at 
once to her house. I couldn't, couldn’t go. 
She insisted. There was quite a scene. 
And all at once, like a flash, it came to 
me—what that insistence must have meant 
—always—to you! It—it was—terrible, 
Keith,” she shuddered. “But finally she 
sent me here. She wouldn’t come with 
me. And—it must have been fate—I'd 
only entered the door when the telephone 
rang—long distance. It was ” she 
pointed to the telegram. “They said they 
hadn’t heard from you—there was another 
applicant—and ” her eyes implored, 
“T told them it was an oversight. You 
fully intended to accept. Would they 
please wire you just when they must have 
you. 
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Want to Keep Him? 


[Continued from page 41] 


“neuter woman” interests—the mental 
interests unconnected with the instinct for 
physical re-creation. When she has fully 
decided this important point for classifica- 
tion, then let her use her wits to gain her 
goal. If she proves to be of the “lover 
woman” section—then she must make her- 
self desired for her beauty and individu- 
ality, which will stimulate men’s imagina- 
tions in their leisure hours. If she dis- 
covers that she is really of the “mother 
woman” group—and that is the only worth- 
while thing in life—she must make herself 
sweet and gentle and alluring, so as to set 
up a picture of domestic bliss in men’s 
minds—and she must absolutely renounce 
her promiscuous ways. If she feels that 
after all, ideas and ideals really attract her 
most, then her task will be easier because 
hooks and achievement will interest her 
more than men, and these are within her 
grasp. 

Men are wild birds, never certain of 
being lured! And all with the instinct to 
flee from bondage! 

In grandmother’s time, to be called a 
“fast girl” was to be cut and ostracised, 
and a man hesitated before offering her a 
wedding ring. But now the man does not 
hesitate consciously from prudish motives, 
but only because he can’t be sure if she has 
anything new to offer him after he has 
tied himself up, that he has not already 
obtained while still free! He isn’t sure 
whether he will be bored to death. He 
does not worry greatly, as even his father 
might have done, over the question of 
whether his home will be badly ordered, 
or whether she will ever “settle down.” 
He thinks he may as well try the specu- 
lation. But both men and women forget 
that roads in life always lead up or down— 
and broken vows are unlucky. Our tar- 
nished Sadie should immediately make up 
her mind what she does want, and then 
use her gained experience to obtain it. 


No Plaster Saint 


[Continued from page 28] 


The Stanleys went away. The same 
day Gerald departed for the city. I was 
leit alone with Mrs. Mainwaring and my 
dreams ... I was happy though I missed 
them all, especially Gerald ... Again in 
my sky there were no clouds. 

Gerald had been gone only a day when 
a caller was announced. A woman to see 
me. Her name was Grace Barstow. I did 
not know her and had never heard of her. 
But apparently she was well acquainted 
with me. I met her in the drawing-room. 
She was a small, faded young woman, with 
queer eyes. 

“Did you wish to see me or Mrs. Main- 
waring ? 

“I wished to see you,” 
voice which trembled. 

I motioned her to a seat. 

“I wished to see you about—about— 
Gerald.” She coughed and a hectic flush 
suffused her cheeks, the flush of the con- 
sumptive in the last stages. 

“Gerald? Mr. King?” I was at a loss. 

“Yes. Gerald. Oh, Miss Armstrong!” 
Suddenly she began to cry softly, her slim 
body shaking under her sobs. 

Even then I did not 
“Please,” I said. “What is the trouble?” 

“I—I can’t tell you! I thought it would 
be so easy. I looked upon you as an ad- 
venturess. But—but I see you're not. 
That makes it harder——” 


she said in a 


understand. 


EORGE, 
you're just 
throwing 
your money away.” 

et 
Bill—” 

*‘Nothing doing. 
You can’t convince 
me that anything 
will grow hair on 
‘that bald head of 
yours. Andespe- 
cially that crazy in- 
vention!” 

That was how 
my friend, Bill 
Jenkins, felt. And I didn’t blame him. For 
I certainly had wasted an awful lot of money 
with no results on tcnics and salves, singe- 
ing and massages, crude oil and even mange 
cures. 

Still, this new treatment was entirely 
different and best of all, I didn’t risk a penny. 
The discoverer—Alois Merke—founder of 
the famous Merke Institute, Fifth Avenue, 
New York—absolutely guaranteed a new 
growth of hair in 30 days, or the trial cost 
me nothing! I just couldn’t resist such an 
unusual offer. 


The Biggest Surprise of My Life 


When I first saw this invention I laughed 
out loud. My friend Bill had called it a 
“crazy invention.” But that didn’t keep me 
from trying it. 

The first two or three days, nothing hap- 
pened. ‘True, my scalp felt very much in- 
vigorated. And I didn’t see anywhere near 
the amount of hair on my brush that I used 
to. .Then, a few days later, I looked in the 
mirror, and there, just breaking thru, was a 
fine downy fuzz all over my head! 

Every day I spent 15 minutes taking the 
treatment. And every day this young hair 
kept getting stronger and thicker. At the 
end of a month you could hardly see a bald 
spot on my head. And at the end of sixty 
days—well, my worries about baldness were 


ended. 
Here’s the Secret 


In most cases of baldness the hair roots 
are not dead, but merely dormant. Now to 
make a tree grow, you wouldn’t think of 
rubbing “growing fluid” on the leaves. You 
must nourish the roots. And it’s exactly the 
same with the hair. 

This new treatment, which Merke per- 
fected after 17 years’ experience, is the only 
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STAY-PREST Trouser Presser—wonderful 
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**Since then I earned over $100 


nar week,’’ 
M 


“Millions sted 1 Prospects. 

Totes’ product. Puts 
‘akes out bagginess —s: es surface — 
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Outfit 


Sixty days ago they called me ‘‘Baldy.’ 
they’re amazed at my new growth of hair. 


At the theatre I always felt that the people behind me 
were doing nothing but giggling at me. 


How a ‘Crazy Invention’ 
Ended My Baldness 


Now 


practical ‘method of 
getting right down 
to the hair roots. 

At the Merke In- 
stitute many have 
paid as high as $500 
for the results se- 
cured thru personal 
treatments. Yet 
now these very 
same results may 
be secured in any 
home in which there 
is electricity—ata 
cost of only a few cents 
a day! 


New Hair in 30 Days or No Cost 


Merke frankly admits that this treatment 
will not grow hair in every case. Bug. so 
many others have regained hair this “new 
way, that he invites you to try the treat- 
ment 30 days at his risk, and if he fails to 
grow hair then he’s the loser—not you. 

To be bald is certainly embarrassing. 
Friends called me “Baldy.” At the office 
they were always “kidding” me. And at 
the ball game or theatre, I always felt that 
people behind me were doing nothing but 
giggling at me. I never felt comfortable. 
So when I saw Merke’s offer I determined 
to give it a trial, anyway. And I will al- 
ways consider the day I sent for the Merke 
treatment one of the luckiest days of my life, 


Get This Book 


This story is typical of the results that great num- 
bers of people are securing with the Merke treatment. 

“The New Way to Make Hair Grow” is the title of 
a vitally interesting 34-page book describing the treat- 
ment. It will be sent you entirely free, if you simply 
mail the coupon below. 

This little book explains all about the treatment, 
shows what it has done already for countless others, and 
in addition contains much valuable information on the 
care of the hair and scalp. Remember, this book is 
yours free—to keep. And if you decide to take the 
treatment, you can do so without risking a penny. 
So mail the coupon now. Address, Allied Merke In- 
stitute, Inc., Dept. 11511, 512 Fifth Ave., New York City. 


: ALLIED MERKE INSTITUTE, Inc. 
a Dept. 11511, 512 Fifth Avenue, New York 


Please send me—without cost or obligation—a copy 
of your book describing the Merke System. 


(State whether Mr., Mrs. or Miss) 


Address... 


Your choice of the World’s best 
typewriters — Underwood, Rem- 
ington, pine, la 
model, completely rebuil! 
refinished brand new, 
smashed down to half. Act quick. 


$2 and it’s your 


pane send and your paz pame ax and address and we will mail 7Qu o our 
‘ALOG prepaid, fully and 

each beautiful machine in full colors. Tel 

every detail = = direct-to-you small-payment pian. Write now for 

. No obligation whatever. Still time if you act now. 


“What makes what harder?” 
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Cc. J. MUSSEHL, Pioneer 
Artist on the Musical Saw, 
has taught thousands to 
come Experts, Vaudeville 
Stars and High -Priced 
Entertainers. 


Pll Loan 
You the 
SAW 


UST to prove how quick and easy you 
J can learn to play a saw, I'll send you a | 
genuine professional, specially tempered 
Musical Saw for 5 days trial. I guarantee 
that in 24 hours you can play tunes like 
“Old Black Joe,” “Home Sweet Home,” etc. 
oo you quickly learn latest jazz and song hits, 
—s and classical music. Amazingly Simple and 
. You don’t need to know a thing about music. 


Successful 
by My Methods 


I have taught thousands to play the Musical Saw. 
Many of my pupils are on the Vaudeville Stage, 
playing in dance orchestras, making big money as 
entertainers. Mail coupon and let me prove that 
you, too, can quickly play like a professional. 


Sweetest Music You Ever Heard 
The Musical Saw has only one rival—the violin— 
for sweetness and mellowness of tone. And thi 
of your popularity and social prestige when you can 
play this peerless instrument! Always in demand 
at parties and entertainments of all kinds. 


FREE 


of a beautiful solo played on the 
Musical Saw. You'll wonder that 
a saw can produce such wonder- 
ful music, But the FREE record 
proves it. Send for it today. 


Mail Coupon 


for free phonograph record and big free trial offer. 
Let me show you enthusiastic letters from my 
pupils who are now stage celebrities. 


Mussehil & Westphal, Ft. Atkinson, Wis. 
Pon 
C.J.Mussehl, Pres., Mussehi 

a 300 S. Water St., Ft. Atkinson, Wis. 
— Without obligation to me, send me, postpaid, the Free 
@ Saw Record, and full particulars about your ‘Big 

ry Trial Offer. 


Name 


8 Town & State 


| a year. 


| leave Gerald alone. 


| had aroused in mine? ... 


“TI—I’ve been away. In South France 
I've been. You know that climate is con- 
sidered good for—for—people with delicate 
lungs. I’ve just returned. I’ve learned 
that Gerald—that Gerald and you—are— 
are 

I waited a moment. 


gested. 
“Oh, I-can’t go on. Gerald and I—he— 


“Yes,” sug- 


he—told me he—he loved me. We—we've 
been almost engaged. There was never 
anyone in his life but—but me. And—and 


| now—now you-——” 


ES,” I said foolishly, not realizing 

what I was saying, but with a cold fear 
reaching up with chilling fingers to stifle 
my heart. 

“You—you've taken him from me. You 
with your youth, and your health, and your 
ways! But he’s mine! He’s mine!” Her 
voice rose to a high pitch. “You're robbing 
me! You're robbing me of the little hap- 
piness I may have before I die! I'm dying. 
The doctors tell me I can’t live more than 
But a year is a year. It can be 
happiness or it can be hell. Pardon the 
word. I can't help myself!” 

“What do you want me to do?” I was 
suddenly, queerly calm. In her I thought 
I recognized the girl Gerald had gone to 
London to see. But he had not told me she 
was so—so ill. “You've seen him?” I 
asked. 

“No.” She was quivering with excite- 
ment and broke into a paroxysm of cough- 
ing. “He wouldn't want to see me—now. 
I've come to you. You have youth and 
health—health—health. I have nothing. 
I'm doomed. But I want happiness. I want 
happiness before I die. I can have it. I 
can have Gerald—if—if you—oh 

“But I'm engaged to Gerald. 
him,” I said. 
“T love him, too, and I’ve only a year.” 

“And you want—?” It was not myself 
speaking, but a, new strange creature who 
had assumed my shape. 

“That you go away. I want that you 
You have intrigued 
him. He’s partial to a pretty face. But 
he owes me—— 

My Gerald! 
“plaster saint.” 
his engagement. 


I love 


The man who was not a 
The man who had admitted 
And this poor creature 


pleading before me. “But I love him, too!” 
I cried. 
“Love!” The word was spat out. “You 


do not love as I love. You who have 
everything! I'’m—I—I have not long to 
live. Gerald was mine till you came. I 
ask you, in God’s name, to give him up. I 
ask you to go away. There are many men 
in the world who could love you. There 
is only one who could love me and who 
does. And that one is Gerald. Oh, Miss 
Armstrong—” She sank to her knees and 
caught my skirt. “Help me. Be big! Be 
noble! Give Gerald up! Go away. Go 
far away. Leave him! Give me the only 
happiness that life offers—for my last 
year!” 

Happiness for a year! 
on earth! Thoughts jumbled themselves 
against my brain. I thought of Gerald 
and our happiness and I thought of the 
years that I had been through, years of 
sorrow and loneliness. Was I to go back 
to these? Was I expected because of this 
poor girl’s plea to surrender all that life 
held dear? But she was weak and ill. 


| Maybe Gerald had held her in his arms 


as he had held me. Maybe his lips had 


roured impassioned words into her ear. 


He was not a “plaster saint. * But what 
hopes had he aroused in her breast as he 
And then the 
most horrible thought of all. He _ had 
spoken to me of one girl. A girl in Lon- 
don. An actress. This one who stood 
before me—— 
118 


‘to embrace me ; 


Her last year - 


“Miss I asked 
audible tones, 
A funny smile came to her lips. 


a ridiculous question! I’ve 


in barely 
“are you on the stage: r 
“What 
never been 
connected with the theatre in my life!” 
Gerald had wanted to play fair with me 
he had told me, yet he had said nothing of 


Barstow,” 


this girl How many more of them had 
he fooled as he had fooled her and had 
almost fooled me? Suddenly resentment 
against him arose in me. To think that 
Jerry, my Jerry, was the type that played 
with the hearts of women! Tears started 
to my eyes and burned like living 
coals... I had been a fool, a blind, 
unsuspecting, trusting fool! 

“Are you—are you sure—that—that if I 
should go | away Gerald would—would 
marry you?” I asked slowly. “There's 
another girl—in London.” 

“Yes. I know about her. A little act- 
ress. But he’s not in love with her. That's 
just a little affair pour passer le temps.” 

“You know a great deal about Jerry?” 

“IT love him.” <A note of hope stirred in 
her voice. “You—you will go away?” she 
said eagerly. 

A moment I waited, two, three. The old 
clock down the hall solemnly ticked. It 
seemed to me it was ticking away my life. 
write Gerald,’ I said at last, 
wearily. “I'll write him and go away 
back to Aden—at once.” 

“Oh, oh!” she cried excitedly and sought 
“bless you for that. God 
will bless 

I pushed her gently from me. “Don't talk 
of God—now— Just go. Please go!” 
cried with sudden vehemence. “And don't 
thank me!’ 

She left quickly. I went up to my room 
and, Hinging myself across my bed, found 
refuge in tears... When I was calmer 
I rose and began to pack. I wanted to get 
away at once from the place where I had 
known such sweet happiness and such 
poignant suffering. I moved as if I were 
in a dream. It was hard to believe my 
whole world had toppled down about me. 
In my sorrow I was bitter against Jerry. 
Bitterness guided my pen as I sat, my 
packing completed, at the desk in my room 
and wrote my letter renouncing him. 

It was a cruel stabbing little note. “I 
forgave you the girl in London” it ran, 
“but I cannot excuse your conduct toward 
Miss Barstow. All I hope is that now you 
will be man enough to do the right thing 
by her. I never want to see you or to hear 
from you again.” I signed it, simply, 
“Julie.” 


N THE morning I went down to inter- 

view Mr. Pardon. He was smilingly 
cordial and, joking me about my woman's 
privilege of changing my mind, assured me 
that I could return to Aden at once if I 
wished. “Only,” said he sagaciously, “your 
vacation time is not nearly up yet. Why 
don’t you stay here until it is?” 

Weakly, I deferred my departure. Some- 
how I did not want to run away—yet. 
A hope which I could not quite quench 
had arisen in my heart. Maybe things 
would yet come out all right. The hope 
persisted, even though I knew it was an 
impossible dream. I was foolish. In 
Aden, at least there was forgetfulness. In 
London there was only loneliness and un- 
happiness. I should have gone. For dur- 
ing the days which followed there came 
no word from Gerald. I was forgotten, 
forsaken. He had taken me at my word 
and was not trying to see me. Perhaps— 
it was a humiliating thought—perhaps he 
was even glad to have been rid of me so 
easily .. 

It was that thought which prompted me 
more than anything else, to try to forget 
him altogether. But I did not want to 
return to Aden. I hated the place. Even 
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though: it offered forgetfulness; it was re- 
pelling. I could forget Gerald in London. 
Of that I was sure, not realizing that the 
wish was father to the thought. I would 
iorget him! It was a brave resolve. 

But at the end of a week I weakened. 
| wanted Gerald. My love for him was 
ereater than myself and greater than my 
pride. It was greater than my pity for 
Grace Barstow. I did a thing which I had 
never dreamed I would ever have been 
capable of. I telephoned him at his flat. 
Che call was answered by the boy at the 
switchboard in the hall. The reply to my 
inquiry was a stunning blow. “Mr. King 
has closed his flat, ma’am, and gone away.” 

“Do you know where?” 

“No, ma’am. He left no address.” 

“When—when is he coming back?” 
T= I can’t say, either. He left 

suddenly.” 

Slowly I replaced the receiver on the 
hook. The room swayed. I sank into a 
chair. Gerald was gone! He—and Grace 
Barstow! To the continent, of course. 
They would go there. They were mar- 
ried! And it was my doing! My doing! 
I had sent him to her! I began to laugh. 
I did not -want to cry. Suddenly strength 
came to me. Why should I care? I was 
well rid of Gerald! There were other men 
in the world, good men. And I was young 
still, and pretty, and life was before me, 
and the old family disgrace was a thing 
of the past... 

The room became oppressive as_ the 
moments passed. I felt restless and the 
need of exercise. I decided to go for a 
brisk walk. I bathed and changed into an 
attractive frock and went out. 

I walked blindly on, caring little whither 
my feet took me. t the Circus I almost 
collided with a man emerging from a shop 
and turned to apologize. 

“Julie Armstrong, as I live!” cried a 
voice, and I found myself looking up into 
the face of Clarence Payne! 

I had once sworn that if I were ever to 
meet Clarence I would cut him dead. I 
had once told myself that I would never 
have anything whatsoever to do with him. 
And yet, that moment, when he and I 
stood face to face and he grinned and held 
his hand out to me I took it eagerly and 
gratefully and smiled back at him and 
giggled like a nervous school girl. 

“Where have you been all these years?” 
he continued as he fell into step beside 
me and began chatting as naturally and as 
pleasantly as though we had never been 
engaged and as though he had not once 
played an ignoble part. 

Time had been good to him. He was 
undeniably handsome and in his face there 
was strength and character which had 
been missing when I had known him be- 
fore. 

He was now living in London, he ex- 
plained, “baching it,” and wanted to know 
immediately if 1 would not dine with him 
that night and go to a show. He had so 
much to talk about, he said. 

I was delighted to accept. I would have 
been pleased to have received an invitation 
for that evening from my worst enemy. 
Clarence appeared to be thrilled. “Fancy 
running into you like that after all these 
years,” he said as he left me at my hotel 
promising to return for me in an hour. 

I dressed excitedly and chose my pret- 
tiest evening frock. I had wanted diver- 
sion. I was getting it with a vengeance. 
The man who had once jilted me was 
going to help me forget the man whom I 
had jilted! 

Clarence took me to the Savoy, and then 
to a popular revue. It was a delightful 
evening. He sought to be entertaining, 
and he was. We talked of all we had 
done—only I didn’t tell him about Gerald— 
since we had last seen each other. But 


it was not until we were walking slowly 
to my hotel—I scorned a taxi—in the soft 
summer night after supper that conver- 


sation turned to the old days. A short 
distance from our destination Clarence 
slipped his arm through mine. “Julie,” 


he said softly. “Once I was a cad and a 
bounder. You may have forgotten it; I 
never have. I want your forgiveness. I 
behaved in an unspeakable manner, and in 
a way for which there never was excuse. 
But, believe me, I have paid. I have paid, 
dear,—paid with hours of remorse and 
loneliness. For I love you, Julie. I think 
I have always loved you. Only once 
I was fool enough not to know. But after 
you had gone. I knew then. But it was 
too late... Perhaps, now, that I have 
found you again——” He did not finish. 
We had reached my hotel. He took his 
hat off abruptly. “Perhaps you'll let me 
see you tomorrow—for lunch?” His eyes 
shone hopefully, eagerly, and my _ heart 
twisted unhappily. If only it were Gerald 
who was pleading thus! 

“Thank you, Larry—”’ My old name 
for him came to my lips as naturally as 
the “dear” had come to his, “I'll be de- 
lighted.” 

He beamed his thanks. “Then—then I 
am forgiven?” he cried joyously. 

“Of course, Larry. We were both only 
infants at the time.” 

He departed happy, but I was weary and 
sad as I entered the lift and was carried 
up to my room. If only Clarence had 
spoken that way three years before! If 
only it had been Gerald from whom I had 
just parted! ... That night I cried my- 
self to sleep ... In the morning I awoke 
from a dream of Jerry and with his name 
upon my lips... 

I met Clarence for luncheon, and after- 
wards he took me for a long drive in his 
roadster through sleepy little towns along 
the Thames. Because it was too late for 
us to get back to London in time we dined 
at a quaint old-fashioned inn. I was sur- 
prised to find that I was enjoying myself 
so much and that I was liking Clarence.. 

However, I did not realize that in my 
determination to forget Gerald I would 
have found happiness in the society of 
anyone. Afraid to be left alone with my 
thoughts, I accepted daily invitations from 
Clarence. One day after we had been 
constantly with each other for about a 
month he took me in his arms, 

“You do love me, Julie! You do!” he 
cried, with sudden passion. 

Gently I pushed him from me, and shook 
my head. 

“But you do!” he repeated doggedly. 
“Why else have you allowed me to be 
with you so much? Why else, dear?” 


LAID a hand on his arm. “I’m sorry, 
Larry,” I said. “I don’t love you. I’m 
afraid I’ve been treating you unfairly. I 
shouldn’t have accepted so much from you. 
I see now that that was wrong. But I 
didn't think. I was lonely—and un- 


app. 

He could not disguise the disappointment 
that was visible in his eyes but he made a 
brave show of hiding his emotions as he 
patted my hand. 

“Maybe you don’t, now Julie,” 
ceded, “but you will. 
me vet!” 

But he did not know, what at the time 
I did not know myself, that I had given 
my heart without reserve to another man 
= on it was no "longer mine to give 
aw 

Yet ‘T still continued to see him. I even 
allowed him to make love to me. But 
when he placed his arm about my waist 
it was not his arm but that of him who 
was lost to me forever . 

This state of affairs, of course, could 
not have existed forever. Manlike, 
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Clarence wearied of his efforts. One eve- 
ning he came to me. He was quiet but 
determined. I had either to promise to 
marry him, or to say good-by to him for 
always. He could not continue seeing me 
with everything as unsettled as it was. 

I begged for a little time. Marriage to 
Clarence would have been very pleasant. 
He was kind, good-looking, and well to 
do. He loved me. Of that there was no 
doubt. As his wife I would have been 
assured of a life of ease. But I did not 
| love him. 

And so, faced with the loneliness of the 
| months to be; fally aware that rejection 
lof Clarence’s ‘proposal of marriage meant 
| return to days of toil either in London or 
| back in Aden, I wrote him a letter—I did 
not have the courage to give him his 
| answer verbally—telling him the whole 
truth, even admitting my hopeless love for 
la — man. 


I did not hear from Clarence again. He 
did not even acknowledge my letter. 
| Again I sought out Mr. Pardon. My 
| mind was made up. Aden. I was a fool 
to have come to England at all. 
He was smilingly cordial. “When do 


you want to go?” he asked. 

“At once. If I may.” 

“A P & O sailed a couple of days ago. 
You could connect with it at Marseilles if 
I can get a stateroom for you.’ 

“Would you, please, try.’ 

He busied himself on the ’phone. “It’s 
settled,” he said as he hung up. “And 
now about your new salary——” 

“I don’t care,” I cried, and fled from 
the office... 

And then again travel and ship life and 
the waves beating helplessly against the 
prow: “The end! The end!” 

I welcomed Aden! The gaunt, grey 
rock squatting in the tranquil sea greeted 
me when I arose at dawn and went on 
I had hated it. I had hated that 
narrow confines of rock and sand and 
loneliness. But now again it was refuge. 
It was sanctuary from the torments in my 
heart. Jerry! But Jerry was gone. 

At the Abkari landing I was met by 
the manager and his wife, Mr. and Mrs. 
Jones, cordial and kind. They welcomed 
me back. But I could see that despite the 
short leave they had recently been on to 
Durban that the tropics had “got” them. 


E .PASSED on to our quarters, 
through the Crescent, by the drab 
array of hotels and offices in front of which 
stands the squat leaden effigy of Queen 
Victoria, and through the Pass. And then— 
my own room, the old one I had occupied, 
looking as if I had never left it; and the 
grinning Suahili girls beaming Jambo and 
telling me that: “Maji a koga yaku, tiari.” 
My bath was ready! I was back again, 
back forever to the old life which had 
given me peace which was not peace... 
I arose the next day and slipped into my 
old duties as naturally as though I had 
never been away. I heard the sound of 
the girls in the godown, Hindu girls and 
women with rings on their fingers and 
tinkling bangles on their wrists and ankles 
sorting the best of coffee from Mocha and 
Harra destined for the tables of London 
and the world, and I knew definitely I 
was back—and away again from things. 
The old man with the goatskin filled with 
water sprinkling the dust laden street in 
front of the combined godown, office build- 


ing, and ‘living quarters, proved that, if 
proof were needed. 
“It’s all passed and done, Julie,” I told 


myself, and tried to show ‘a brave face to 
the world... 

But I suppose a girl, or a woman, of 
twenty-three is not always able to be 
brave. Some nights later Mr. and Mrs. 
Jones departed for the club at Steamer 
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It was a moonlit night, and 
moonlight always reminded me poignantly 


to be alone. 


of Jerry. I knew I could not keep up my 
pose of being care-free and happy. ‘Tears 
were trembling in my eyes. When they 
had gone, and I had bidden the small 
punkah wallah good-night and released 
him from his labors, and the discreet 
Indian butler was busy in the kitchen | 
let my head fall upon my arms out- 
stretched across the table in the cool tile 
floored living-dining room of the quarters 
and wept unrestrainedly for dear dreams 
which were dead . 

How long I had been there I do not 
know. I had fallen asleep. was 
awakened by the soft voice of the butler 
at my shoulder. “Mem Sahib,” he was say- 


ing, “there is a Sahib——” 
LOOKED ups startled turned 
around. Standing, framed in the tall 


doorway was a man who advanced toward 
me, arms outstretched. Gerald! 

I sprang to my feet with a cry. The 
next moment I was locked in his embrace 
and he was murmuring over and over into 
my hair: “At last! At last, Julie, at 
last !” 

“Oh, dear, my dear,’ I sobbed against 
the rough cloth of his coat. And then I 
remembered. I had no right to his caress- 
es. I pushed him away almost roughly. 


“Oh, Julia,” he said reproachfully, 
“have you still no faith in me? Is it— 
is it that you never loved me? I've 


searched for you and looked for you ever 
since I received that letter from you. I’ve 
wanted you, dear; and I’ve wanted the 
chance to explain——” 

“There is little to explain, now,” I said 
coldly, but no one will ever know what 
the effort cost me. 

“Oh, yes there is. There is much to be 
explained. Oh, Julie, dear, why couldn’t 
you have given me the benefit of the 


doubt ? 

“The doubt! What doubt? I don’t see 
that there was any. Miss Barstow—— 

“You believed her and never gave me a 
chance to explain my side. I told you I 
wanted to play fair with you. I did. There 
was only the girl in London, the actress. 
As I told you it would be, that affair is 
off. It was off—at the expense of a small 
check—the day after I arrived in London.” 

“But Miss Barstow. She——” 

“T know, dear. When I got your letter 
I saw her. She broke down and admitted 
having called upon you. She never had 
any claim on me at all. Because she was 
ill, I was kind to her. She entertained, 
entirely unknown to me, certain romantic 
notions. The poor girl is not all right 
mentally. She has made trouble before 
for others. But because of her people— 
they’re really awfully fine—everyone has 
been charitable. But this is the first time 
she really upset things, and 

“Then—then you're not married to her?” 

“Of course not.” 

“But—but when I called up your flat 
they told me you had gone away.” 

“T had gone away. I had gone in search 
of you. The Stanleys had no news of 
vou, but Mrs. Mainwaring told me you 
had said you were leaving for Aden. I 
didn’t know for what firm or anything, 
but I followed on the next boat only to 
find you were not here. There was no 
one who could give me much information. 
for the regular manager was away. I 
decided to wait in the hope you would 
come soon. You did not. So I returned 
to London and located your Mr. Pardon. 
I did not know where to write you, for you 
had given no one your address. He told 


me you had sailed the day before. I took 
the next boat, and, here I am.’ 
“Oh, Jerry! Jerry!” I sobbed. “You've 


been searching for me all this time ar’ 
I've been 
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The Café of the Red Hat 


[Continued from page 55] 


family was making a night of it by 
dining out on the boulevard. I could not 
tell much about the others at the tables. 
The patrons seemed to be of a miscellane- 
ous assortment, with girls in the majority. 

“A bottle of Sauterne,” [ ordered. Sud- 
denly I admitted I must be going blind. 
If not, why hadn't I noticed the girl sitting 
almost directly across from me? 

At last Paris was really doing her stuff! 
She had already cast me under her unfail- 
ing spell. ... But until my eyes met 
those of the girl across the way, I had not 
been hit for the full count. 

It had been a long, long time since my 
eyes feasted upon a girl whose appeal 
urged me to seek her. And so, it was with 
strange misgivings that I got up from the 
table and deliberately went over to her. 


ADEMOISELLE won't mind if I 
join her?” I asked, seating myself 
without waiting for her permission. 

“If Monsieur insists—without waiting 
for an invitation,” was the reply my words 
and actions drew. 

“I'm sorry. I see I'm intruding,” I said, 
rising. The thought that she was wait- 
ing for some other man flashed through 
my mind. Yes, that was why she was 
so cool, I decided. 

“Never mind going now. Sit down,” 
she said, a command in her tones. I sat 
down again, marvelling anew at something 
about her. This time it was her flawless 
English ! 

“Tell me, why did you come over here 
to me?” This time she leaned forward 
as she spoke, showing some interest in 
what my answer might be. 

“Because I wanted to know you. I am 
in Paris for a good time; for some excite- 
ment. You're the first girl I’ve seen here 
or any place else that’s really interested 
me. This is my first night in Paris—” 

“Monsieur! Were you never here dur- 
ing the war?” 

“No, I was never in Paris until today.” 

“You do not seem that kind of a man, 
Monsieur American,” she said finally. 

“Your blue eyes are brave. You are 
big . . . Strong!” 
“What kind of a man?” I demanded. 

“The kind who did not go to the war.” 

“But, you’re crazy,” I blurted; “I did 
go to the war. I flew a bombing plane in 
Italy for eight months, and was wounded 
twice,” and with these words I tore 
savagely at my left sleeve, yanking it up 
high enough to show the beginning cf a 
long purplish streak in my arm. 

Suddenly the girl did a strange, start- 
ling thing. She snatched my bared fore- 
arm and kissed it impulsively. The touch 
of her fleeting lips left the sensation of 
fire in its wake. I looked to the girl tor 
an explanation. Her eyes were wet with 
tears. Her lips were trembling. 

“Ah, Monsieur! I am sorry. I—I— 
thought all American soldiers had been to 
Paris. I am foolish. I did not think 
there was a war any place, except in poor 
France. You see,” she said, smiling 
bravely, “I loathe men who did not fight. 
I guess it is because my youngest brother 
sleeps under the poppies in Flanders.” 

With the temperament of her race she 
changed her mood, laughing away the 
tears, hardly dry upon her apple blossom 
cheeks. 

“So, Monsieur seeks sexcitement! <A 
good time in Paris tonight!” she mused, 
wistfulness in her. voice and eyes, as if 
my quest might have been her own. “I 
am worried . unhappy tonight. 
Else I might try to help you,” she finished. 

“Together, Mam’selle, we might still 
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find what we both want—a taste of Paris 
for me; forgetfulness of worry and un- 
happiness for you,” I suggested. 
“Perhaps! Would Monsieur care to 
make the trial?” she questioned. 
“Yes,” I answered, aware that Paris 
had got me as Tully warned she would. 
And why? Because Paris in the person 
of this girl had claimed me... . spelled 
me; because she was Paris, and Paris was 
the girl, and—but, why try to explain | 
things? I did not want to understand. | 
I just wanted to go on feeling the spell | 
of Paris! 
I noted her tall, lithe figure. I liked | 


tall girls. Sitting down, her height had 
not been so noticeable. But now as she 
swayed above me, commanding me by a 
gesture of her hand to remain seated, 
there was charming revelation of her 
body’s tall supple glory. 

“T must telephone a moment. 
not mind?” 

“No—no!” But inwardly it rankled 
me to know she was going to telephone. 
I was still harassed by the thought that 
she had been waiting for another man— 
her sweetheart, or something like that. 

The girl came back, threading her way 
through the maze of tables gracefully. It 
struck me forcibly to note how several of 
the waiters bowed grandly to her; and 
that one man, who looked as if he might 
be the manager, or proprietor, made _ his 
greeting very obvious. “What does this 
mean?” I asked myself. 

It could only mean one thing in my mind 
as I remembered some more of Randolph’s 
gabble about Paris. It meant she was an 
habitué of the place—a regular customer. 

“Tt couldn’t—not with her eyes! But, 
hells bells, there she is nodding and talk- 
ing to waiters as if—as——” 

“IT am at your service now,” 
nounced as she reached the table. 

“Fine,” I answered in an assumed voice. 
“Where do we go from here?” 

“Monsieur has no place he would like 
to visit-—nothing he would like especially 
to do?” she countered. 

“What is the Café of the Red Hat 

It is Paris! The 


like ?” 
It is not for the 


“It is very different. 
Paris of the French. 

but for the boulevardiers. It 
my American. 


You will 


she an- 


tourists .... 
is in the Quartier Latin, 
Shall we go there?” 

“T will call a taxi,” I answered, rising 
quickly. 


a moment—just,” 
hand reaching out to detain me. 
down.” 

I did as requested. What was the big 
idea? I wondered. 

“Monsieur there is something else,” she 
said, her eyes failing to meet mine for 
the first time. I thought I noticed an 
agitation on her lips that seemed to be 
communicating itself to her breast. 


she cried, her 
“Sit 


“Tonight my time is worth much 
money.” 
Damn! So that was it, money! Gad. 


how I. hated to have her bring money into 
the affair. This was as bad as a stick-up 
on Broadway... Suddenly the charm of 
Paris—of the girl vanished. 

I made another move to get up from 
the table. I had no intentions of calling 
a taxi this time. I was going to say 
good-night and beat it. She had smashed 
Paris’ romantic spell! 

But once again the touch of her hand 
upon my arm stayed me. I committed the 
folly of looking into her eyes. Suddenly 
my resolye crashed down before the as- 
sault her appeal launched. 
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Become An Artist 
This Easy Way 


Thousands who never 
dreamed they could draw can 
now easily become artists. You 
too — without any previous 
training—and no matter how 
little apparent talent you have 
—can now easily learn Illus- 
trating, Designing and Car- 
tooning through this amazingly 
easy method. 

You learn at home, yet your 
work receives the personal attention 
and criticism of one of America’s 
most successful artists. Many stu- 
dents actually sell enough work dur- 
ing their training to pay for it many 
times over. 


Big Money in Commercial Art 


Millions of dollars are being spent this 
year on advertising and story illustrations, 
commercial designs, and cartoons. And even 
more will be spent next year. Commercial 
art is a tremendous field— and a field 
where very big money is gladly paid anyone 
who can produce good art work. Adver- 
tisers, magazines, newspapers, printing 
houses, business concerns all need trained 
artists. Competent artists easily earn from 
$50 to far over $300 a week. And now you 
can easily enter this ‘world’s most fascinat- 
ing, best paid business.” 


Mail Coupon for Free Book 


new handsomely illustrated book has just been 
grit which gives all the most up-to-date infor- 
ation on the thousands of wonderful opportunities 
in Commercial Art and shows how this startling : hort 
(u* method easily enables you to enter this field. It 
tells about our students—their success—what they 
say—actual reproductions of their work—how they 


made bi money while studying. This attractive 
book will be sent without cost or obligation. Send 
for it. Mail coupon now, 


Washington School of Art 
Room 9611-C, 1115-15th St.,N. W. Washington, D. C. 


WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART 

Room 9611-C, 1115-15th St., N.W., Washington, D. C. 
ee send = without cost or obligation your new 

book Become an Artist,” and 

details ¢ of 3 your special offer. 


Please write plainly Mr., Mrs., or Miss. 
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OU can have one of these well-paid, pleasant, 
executive positions—40,000 of them in the bi 
hotels of the United States—now America’s Fourth 
Largest Industry. Statistics show. that ONE IN 
EVERY TEN HOTELS WILL HAVE AN OPEN- 
ING FOR A HOTEL MANAGER THIS YEAR. 
Thousands of other positions are also open to those 
who qualify through training. 

The Lewis Schools guarantee to give you the valu- 
able knowledge that it has taken some of the most 
successful hotel men years to obtain—men who are 
now making $5,000 to $50,000 a year. All of 
your training will be under the personal direction 
of Clifford Lewis—a hotel expert of national repu- 
tation. A few spare time hours a week given to 
the simple, clear lessons of the course will give 
you the training for a good position, a fine living, 
and » handsome salary. The training will in no 
way interfere with your present work or recreation, 
Send today for Free Book, “YOUR BIG OPPOR- 
TUNITY Don’t wait a minute—you may lose 
the opportunity of a lifetime. Mail the coupon 
NOW. Your whole future may depend on it. 


- LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 


CLIFFORD LEWIS. Pres. 
Room Y-Z103 Washington, D. C. 


Hotel Schools 

Room Y-Z10 Washington, D. C. 
Send me without cbtaasion, the Free Book, 
“YOUR BIG OPPORTUNITY.’ 

Name (Please Print) 

City. . 


GRAY HAIR 


Restored to Natural Color 


in the natural way by asecret method 
B no one can detect. These pictures are 

m the evidence — the absolute proof. 
They tell the True Story of what my 


PHOTO-HUE 


did for meand whatit can do for you. 


$1.00 Package FREE! 


In order to ve that PHOTO-HUE 
ee do all I claim, I will give youa 
lar $1 package free ust send 25¢ 
elp cover cost of mailing, etc. Try 
fe Then let your mirror be the judge, 
Send today. No obligations. 


_ Suel Denn, tik 


opportunities open 
ambitious men and women who 
into Interior Decoration NOW! eh 
y—pleasant work, Big demand 
Primal towns as well as large ci 
Learn at Home 
Through New Simplified Method 
pa special talent needed. Learn in 
re time at home. Prominent New 
York Interior Decorator experts will 
train you. Exclusive Purchasing Plan 
gets you furnishings at wholesale 
prices. Handsome Free Book explains 
everything, Mail card today 


Whiten Your Skin- 


No more blackheads, 
pimples, freckles or 
muddiness! Now you 
can clear your skin of 
redness, sallowness, 
liver splotches, moth 
patches or any blemish. 


Make This 3 Minute Test 
Three minutes before bedtime smooth some 
of this cool, fragrant creme upon your ekin. 
The next morning you will be astonished at 
the way your skin has begun to clear. Send 
for a jar of Golden Peacock Bleach Creme 


now—only $1.00. If not delighted and amazed 
your money will be instantly refunded... Just 
enclose a $1 bill and address 


Paris Toilet Co., 3211 Oak St.,Paris, Tents - 


much do you want?” asked, 
not caring why she demanded 

“Two thousand frances,” she returned, 
her eyes again upon the table. 

Two thousand-francs! Translated into 
American money, about eighty dollars. 

The sum would not break me, but upon 
giving it to her I wished there had been 
no financial arrangement. Of course, 
after that, I could not delude myself about 
her. Yet, I wanted to and hoped some- 
thing would happen to prove her other- 
wise than she now seemed. 

We were rocked violently back and 
forth as the chauffeur brought his bucking 
machine to a_ standstill. Rather sorry 
that the ride was over so quickly, I 
commandeered my senses, got out, and 
helped the girl to the sidewalk. Paying 
the fare, I gazed about for some signs of 
a café. The street was deserted and all 
the houses loomed dark. 


ONSIEUR must follow me. The 
Café of the Red Hat is not easy for 


a stranger to find. Come, we go up these 


stone steps,” said the girl. 

On the way up I learned from her that 
the Red Hat was indeed an unusual place. 
Every night there was novel kind of 
entertainment furnished by the guests 
themselves. 

“Artistes of all kinds are habitués. Sing- 
ers, painters, musicians, actors, actresses, 
girls of the boulevards. They all came to 
the Red Hat to find song and laughter. 
Every one who enters the Café pledges 
himself, or herself, to do whatever is asked 
for entertainment. No one knows when 
they will be called upon. Whoever has a 
red hat placed upon his head during the 
evening, entertains,” she explained. 

When suspicious-eyed Frenchman 
partly opened the door of an apparently 
darkened house and asked for names, I 
was immediately reminded of speak-easies 
in New York, where a man must have his 
family history in the little Blue Book to 
get past the front door for a drink. My 
companion, however, seemed to have the 
magic countersign. Whatever she said 
caused the door to be swung wide. 

“Bon soir, Mam’selle Helene,” bowed 
the doorman, his welcome breaking up a 
new attempt on my part to delude myself 
about the girl. Here she was, well known 
again! . Most likely notorious in every 
Paris café and rendezvous such as the 
Red Hat! I passed with her through a 
dim, luxuriously furnished hall into a vast 
room where a colorful crowd of men and 
women sat at tables grouped around a 
small stage. We progressed to one be- 
tween a lane of smiles and bows. 

Champagne was our order. An offcious 
head-waiter, bent upon fulfilling Mam’selle 
Helene’s every whim, hovered near as the 
garcon popped a Pol Roget cork expertly. 
I conclusively decided that the girl must 
bring much profitable trade to the Café. 

I looked around, fleetingly appraising 
the faces of several girls. The men didnt 
matter. Most of them were tempera- 
mentals. I judged that by their artist 
make-up. But, the girls? 

“Monsieur has not even told me his 
name as yet,” reproved Helene. 

“Tt is Dinny Harwood,” I said. 

“T)-i-n-e-e,” she repeated slowly, pro- 
nouncing my name with a delightful 
accent, “Monsieur D-i-n-e-e.” 

An outburst of hand clapping and a 
noisy round of “bravos” filled the room 
with a stir of anticipation. Helene 
grasped my hand excitedly, pointing to 
the. stage. 

_ A waiter was setting up an_ easel, and 

arranging a table of paints. Suddenly a 

woman got up from a table near the stage 

and made an announcement. Helene ex- 

plained that. the. evening’s entertainment 

was about to begin. An artist, young and 
122 


unknown, had been discovered by one of 
the habitués. He was a veteran of the 
war, and had given a leg for France. The 
girl said this with a quiver of emotion 
in her voice. 

“He is going to paint a ‘naughty picture,’ 
as you would say in America. Voila! 
All the girls are to march past him.. The 
one to whom he gives the red hat will be 
his model,” she cried, half-rising from 
her chair. “Monsieur will pardon?” 
Helene darted away and later smiled 
back at me from her place in the fast 
forming line of women. 

The soldier-artist inspected the girls by 
having them display much of their skirt- 
hidden pulchritude. Laughter, snappy re- 
partee, and jest filled the room. 
watched the limb and lingerie proceed- 
ings with a thumping heart. 

Suddenly the artist clapped his hands, 
as a man does upon discovering something 
he wants. He reached behind the chair, 
picked up a scarlet high hat and set it 
at a rakish angle on Helene’s head amidst 
a hullabaloo of cheer. 

Helene, her face aglow with excitement 
and smiles, stepped to the edge of the 
tiny stage, and bowed. Her eyes sought 
mine; she bowed to me alone this time. 
Doffing the hat, she ran behind a curtain. 

I drank no more champagne. No longer 
did I crave the false unlasting stimulation 
of fermented grapes. The sight of 
Helene’s loveliness filled me with thrill 
enough . . . . but thrill that was strangely 
mixed with indescribable regret. I could 
hardly wait for her to come back. 

“T’'ll have to come down to earth then, 
and remember the truth of things. Ii 
only she were—a—a ‘nice girl’” I breathed, 
fighting an unaccountable impulse to think 
ot Helene as a sweetheart. 

Now I was handing her into a cab beside 
the star-grained Seine, my fingers nimble 
at the touch of her soft arm. I had no 
further plans—no suggestions for the 
rest of my adventure. Already it was 
late. Most of Paris was abed. Some; 
how I wished I’d never met Helene. 

Hesitantly I followed her, strangely at 
a loss to say what was in my mind. The 
girl seemed to sense the meaning of my 
indecision. 

“Where have you told the driver?” she 
asked, her eyes upon the points of her 
slippers. 

I did not answer. 

“What does my American wish next? 
It is for him to say,” her voice drifted 
to me, soft like the song of the murmurous 
waters nearby. Surely, I told myself, such 
a voice did not belong to the boulevards. 
But, bah! I had found her there and 
given her two thousand francs! For 
what? For what? 

“What address for 
Mam’selle ?” 

The taxi driver’s question shocked me 
into action. 


WVHERE do you live, Helene?” I 
asked, my mind made up. 

“Where do you live, M’sieu?” she 
countered. 

“I live at a hotel. I’m going to take 
you home. You seem very tired, Helene.” 

A little sob sundered her lips. Swiftly 
her hands flew to her face, covering her 
eyes. Baffled by these gestures, I watched 
her young breast rise and fall. Agitation 
swept over me. What could be the 
matter? Again came the desire to delude 


M’sieu ... 


myself. She was crying—as if her heart 
would break. 
“Helene,” I cried, my arms going 


around her, “tell me what is wrong?” 

For an answer her hands dropped down. 
She pressed tear wet cheeks against my 
lips, and held them there while a spell of 
sobbing shook her. Somehow, she mastered 
it. 
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“TI live a long way from here. At the 
very end of. the pavements of Paris. In 
Versailles. Monsieur may come with me. 
He need not return to Paris tonight,” she 
said. 

The ride was a thing of silence. Both 
of us seemed too deep in thought for 
words. Only once was this. quiet broken. 

“The crayon sketch of me was bought 
by a famous theatrical producer for five 
thousand francs. My. collections for him, 
with the hat, added: five more. Poor Mon- 
sieur Gaston fared well tonight at the 
Café of the Red Hat,” she said as the 
machine passed beyond a gate, and the 
trees of Versailles began to string by. 

The vast white place she led me to- 
ward, after alighting from the cab, 
struck me as being the kind of a hotel 
that might thrive on the patronage of 
pleasure seekers. 

It was a Ritzy place I admitted, enter- 
ing a spacious and gorgeously furnished 
lobby. Helene marched straight to the 
desk. A man shook himself alive and 
bowed, again unpleasantly impressing me 
with the fact that wherever she went the 
girl rated bows and all that kind of stuff. 

I did not understand her swift speech 
with the clerk. But I guessed its import 
when the man gave her a key. 

“Come, Monsieur,” beckoning to me with 
the key. We stopped before a door far 
down a corridor on the third floor. She 
opened it, passing beyond him into the 
mystery of velvet dark. A mellow light 
next revealed her standing against the 
wall of a sumptuous living-room. 

“There is a sleeping chamber and bath 
beyond,” she said, taking off her hat and 
moving over to a deep upholstered divan 
where she sank down with a sigh. I 
deposited my straw on the grand piano, 
and took a place beside her. For moments 
we sat gazing into each other’s eyes: I 
was still trying to play at romance; 
Helene seemed steeped in thoughts of her 
own. 


Tr to resist her appeal longer I 
drew the girl deep into my arms. My 
heart stood still, then bounded in my side 
as her own hands stole up and claimed 
my shoulders; as her lips trembled a few 
inches short of mine. I kissed her. In 
that moment I came face to face with a 
fact I had been trying to avoid all eve- 
I was in love with this gorgeous 


ning. 

girl, She was my dream-woman—my 
glamour girl! And this regardless of 
everything ! 


told her so; told her with all the 
strength of my arms, sincerity in my voice. 
She listened, and answered with little 
incoherent sounds that ended in kisses. 

Just as the room seemed about to burn 
up, Helene tore away, and with a sob 
rushed like a frightened thing toward the 
door, flashed through, and shut it. I 
reeled after her, turned the knob and 
pushed forward. The door did not budge. 
It was locked fast! Vainly I shook and 
turned the knob. After many minutes I 
broke the paralysis of my mind and body 
following Helene’s unaccountable flight. 
Going to a French window I looked out 
upon a balcony. Beyond the iron railing 
of the balcony, loitered and loafed the 
starlit spaces of the Versailles night. 

In the cool fresh air I studied my sur- 
roundings: a garden of flowers below; 
trees and houses rising like vague shadows 
beyond the garden. I took a few steps on 
the balcony. Suddenly I stood stock still 
in ‘my tracks, my eyes focusing upon a 
tableaux being enacted in a room next to 
my suite. I moved closer to the window. 

A young man’ stood in the middle of a 
large chamber, holding a woman in his 
arms. The woman released herself, con- 
firming my bursting suspicion with a jolt. 
She was Helene! 


NEW Youth-Giving Belt 


Reduces Waistline ~ 


Instantly makes you look inches 
thinner and years younger and 
actually massages away fat every 
second while you wear it! 


ERE’S a new easy way to get rid of that 

bulky, useless, disfiguring fat without 

any effort on your part! A new kind of 
belt has been perfected which actually takes 
off fat in an easy, gentle way—just like an 
expert masseur! The moment you put on this 
new self-massaging belt your waist is instantly 
reduced from 2 to 4 inches! At the same time 
all your stomach disorders, constipation, back- 
aches and shortness of breath generally dis- 
appear as the sagging internal organs are put 
back in normal place. You are filled with a 
wonderful new energy, and look and feel 10 
to 15 years younger! 


Reduce the Way Athletes Do 


The Weil Reducing Belt is made of specially 
prepared and scientifically fitted rubber. It 
is so constructed that, as you wear it, every 
breath you take and every move you make 
impart a constant gentle automatic massage 
to every inch of the abdomen. It works for 
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you every second, day and night, and reduces 
much more rapidly than ordinary massage. 
The Weil Belt is made of the same kind of 
scientifically treated rubber that is used by 
hundreds of professional athletes and jockeys, 
because it not only reduces quickly but at the 


As shown below, every move of your 
body, walking, climbing stairs—merely 
breathing as you sit—causes the Weil 
Belt to massage your abdomen. It is 
working for you every second. 


game time preserves their strength. It is 
highly indorsed for its healthful principles by 
physicians everywhere. Satisfaction guaran- 
teed or your money instantly refunded without 
question. 


SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER 


Write at once for full deseription and 
details of the Special 10-day Trial Offer 
being made to The Weil Company, 8711 Hill 
Street, New Haven, Conn. 


4 
THE WEIL COMPANY 
8711 Hill Street, New Haven, Conn. 
Gentlemen: Please send me without obligation 


complete description of the Weil Scientific Reducing 
Belt and also your special 10-day Trial Offer, 


Live-Wire Young People 


wanted, to earn extra spending money in spare time 
IMC plan. 
amusements by this method. No previous 
Doesn't interfere with regular work. 
start. Our instructions by mail make it easy. 
money, mail coupon now! 


Thousands are earning cash for more clothes, more 


Dept. SS-1125 


International Magazine Co., Inc. ! 
119 West 40th Street,N.Y.C. 
| YES. I would like to earn some 
l extra money in my spare time. | 
by the easy Without obligation to me, please | 
1 send the details your money- 
making plan | 
training necessary. 
Right now is best season to | 
If you need more ] Street and Number..........+-++.5+- H 


TO HELP COVER COST OF HANDLING, WE 
WILL SEND YOU A FULL CUT, ONE CARAT 


We make this remarkable offer so that every lover of 
beautiful jewelry can have the opportunity of comparing 
a Corodite Gem side by side with a Genuine Diamond. 
We want you to see with your own eyes the flery —s 
beauty of this Gorgeous Gem. CORODITE DIAMON 
are double polished and have the true diamond (32 facet) 
cut. So closely do they resemble the genuine that even 
lifetime experts are astonished. The illustrations above 
show how beautiful a CORODITE looks when mounted 
maring. Send your name and a and 1@¢ in coin 
or stamps (to help cover cost of handling) to us Teday. 
Your Corodite will come Fully Prepaid by return mail. 
Jackson Bivé. 


LE.RICHWINECO. best. &-82_ 
123 


position or positions you'd like. Write your 
name at bottom. Cut this ad out and mail to us AT ONCE. 


Mark with an “*X"’ 
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P. O. Clerk 
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ail 
RFD Railway Mail Clerk 
) Auditor-Bookkeeper 
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DIAMOND 


First “quality. 
blue-white diamond 
set in 18 K. white gold 
dise. 2/4 ct. size, 18 K 

white gold mounting , 


Ring 
Offer Ever 
Made - - 


, Each of these rings 

“is set with guaran- 

teed, perfect cut. 

blue-white, fiery dia- 

mond of first quality; 18 kt. 

white gold mountings, 

engraved in the very latest 
designs 


Ten Days Free Trial 


aeesimply send $2 00 and your choice comes 

*,! to you all charges paid If for any 
reason whatsoever you are not sat- 
isfied at the end of ten days, return 
the diamond ring to us and your 
deposit will be refunded. A legal 
bond as to quality and value accom- 
panies om wee After trial pay 


NO RED TAPE—NO DELAY 


FREE BOOK of GEMS 


Most complete jewelry catalog ever 
published 
blue iamonds 
and jew- 
= designs / 
at lowest prices A 
full year to pay for 


= 18 
solid 


No. 15 Perfect cut, dia- : 
mond center, four French : 
blue sapphires. | 
white gold ring Price 


Dept. 1457 $4250 


ROY. AA—_—_ DIAMOND & WATCH CO. 
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po YOU WANT? 
An Oriental Crystal Bail such as 
is used by the Hindus? This Solid 
Ball is so arranged in a myste- 
rious and fascinating game-like 
receptacle that ANYBODY can use 
Horoscope instructions included. 
6 inches round at $3 25 
9 
1%" 795 
15 12. 25 
“ send $1.00 pay postman balance, 
Book on Crystal Gazing 25c. each 
CRYSTAL BALL CO. 901 Broadway, N.Y.C. Dept. 701 


Here’s °16 a Day= 


That's offer to YOU—a and an 
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Hose N-42 Dayton, Ohio FREE! 


Learn at‘ Home / 


Established 1895 


DENTAL 


Women! Girls! Earn 
$30 to $65 a Week! 


Ideal profession for women of all ages. 
Trained Dental Nurses earn $30 to $65 a 
week assisting Dentists atchair, inoffice 
and Laboratory. Easy, pleasant work 
with short office hours. Earn As You 


Learn at Home! Learn 
I will train you at home during spare | Make my trainin, 
time so you can qualify in a few ay for itself! 
months for a steady position at BIG Pithersaredoingit. 
PAY. Everything madeso simpleand | j’\| show you how. 
clear you cannot fail. 


Big Demand! 
Hundreds of splendid positions now}ratory equipment 
open for trained Dental assistants inj material—everything to 
every locality. Free Employment make your 
Service helps place graduates in this — 
new, uncrowded field. 


Get My Book—It’s FREE! 


ig me tell you allabout the we 


the Dental Nurse. Get my Free Scholar 
ship offer and detailed which assur 
your success. Don’t fail to get your copy —| salar: 
write today — it’s free! wee! 


McCARRIE SCHOOL, 1338 S. Michigan Ave., Dept.88W, Chicago, 


She stuffed a roll of francs into the 
youth’s hands. There was another em- 
brace. The pair moved toward a door. 
Darkness ! 

How I mastered the mad urge to break 
through that window, throttle the man, 
and curse the girl for having sold me, 
I don’t yet understand. All that I could 
realize was that I had been bunked; soid 
out; made a fool of, and that now the 
man who had got my two thousand francs 
was most likely holding the beautiful 
Helene in his arms. 

It was dawning when I drifted into fit- 
ful slumber. About nine I waked, dressed, 
and started for the street. In the lobby 
I was held up by a bowing man in frock 
coat attire. 

“Monsieur Harwood is being awaited in 


Monsieur Varron’s. private breakfast 
room by Mam-selle Helene,” announced 
the man. 


I allowed myself to_be led into the 
presence of the girl. I intended: saying 
something she would not soon forget; I 
would teach her to bamboozle Americans 
out of two thousand francs and their seli- 
respect ! 

“You little liar,” I began, vexed at the 
beauty of the girl as she smiled. “I’ve 
got a good mind to have you arrested—” 

“Monsieur D-i-n-e-e,” she interrupted, 
alarm and pain mixing in her voice, “what 
are you saying? You are angry because 
I ran away last night? Ah, do you not 
understand why I did? Please—I ran 
because—because I knew I had no sense 
there in your arms. I knew I could not—” 

“I’m not thinking about that part of it,” 
I crashed in; “I’m thinking about your 
giving my money to another man—your 
lover,” I “sneered, watching the girl’s face 
go red, turn deathly white, and then flush 
crimson again. She tottered unsteadily 
upon her feet as if I had rocked her with 
a blow. Then the tears drow ned her eyes. 


“You know . you saw—?’ 

“Yes, I know, and I saw you give it to 
him. I was on the balcony. 


that the cover charge had been raised 
from one dollar to two-fifty. That made 
five dollars for Carrots and me to park 
our feet under a white clothed table in the 
Marine dining-room. Five dollars! I 
kept saying over and over to myself. 
That would buy one of those darling ‘blue- 
pleated shirts for Carrots—all the while, 
of course, smiling brightly and agreeing 
that yes, this was perfectly great fun. 

There was fun in it, of course. All of 
us dressed in our very best and determined 
to look cheerful even though we spent our 
Thanksgiving turkey money doing it. 
Ethel reigned, and she deserved to, because 
she looked queenly in her black sequinned 
evening dress with its train on one side. 
I asked Carrots privately if he admired 
the train and he said, “Naw!” He didn’t 
think so much of trains. Though it 
soothed me, it didn’t fool me. I looked 
like a little country girl out for her first 
dance in white brocaded taffeta looped up 
with bluish pink roses. Bob White said 
some nice things about it, but I tried to 
remember he was being polite. 


GNORANTLY blissful, I ate on, un- 

aware of the shock ahead of me. For 
at quarter of one they opened the Black Cat 
room, and Ethel said that we couldn’t have 
a complete dancing party without ending 
up in the Black Cat room where we could 
dance until morning. 

“Carrots,” I managed to whisper in an 


agony of fear, under cover of the noise, 
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terrible!” she 
Monsieur must let me ex- 
now holding a_ hunted 
It seeme:! 
a relief that the door was closed. She 
went on in a lowered voice that lost nom 


“Mon Dieu! How 
sobbed; “but, 
plain,” her eyes, 
look, swept the room furtively. 


of its tense drama by the pause. “The 
man was my brother Edward—my poor 
brother who is being hounded by gamblers 
for debts he has made at the tables. The) 
threaten to tell my father. Today he had 
to have ten thousand francs. Between us 
we had scraped eight. That is why | 
bargained last night with you for two 
thousand. That is why I went to the 
telephone. I told him not to worry; that 
I would have the money—” 

“Good God! And I thought that you—” 


you thought what, D-i-n-e-e?” she 
asked softly, swaying toward me, her 
hands reaching out and taking hold of my 
coat lapels. But I did not tell her what 
I had thought. Instead,:I asked her who 
she was. 

“Helene Varron. My father owns this 
hotel,” she told me simply. Her words 
hit me like a ton of happy dynamite. They 
explained a thing that had worried me— 
her popularity with café waiters and 
managers. Of course, I told myself, they 
knew her as Monsieur Varron’s daughter. 
They also expelled the word “boulevard” 
from my vocabulary. They destroyed 
every whit of confidence I may have once 
owned in my judgment of women. 

“You will come with me now? I will 
find my brother. You shall see for your- 
self.” 

But, Helene Varron’s words turned into 
kisses for I swept her into my arms, and 
we both closed our eyes in a moment that 
claimed us in love’s name. 


“T told you last night that I loved you, 


Helene. I am telling you so again this 
morning. Do you hear me? Do you 
believe?” I asked. 


“Yes, my sweetheart,” was her answer. 
“I locked you in the room. because—be- 
cause I wanted to keep you. 
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Over the Fence 


[Continued from page 39] 


“have we got enough money?” We ex- 
changed looks of mute misery. And how 
did we know but that every last one of 
the crowd were doing the same? 

“Yes,” he hissed, “I’ve got my whole 
month’s salary.” 

“Oh, Lord,” I murmured, “let him have 
some left—enough to pay Carrie and the 
laundry.” 

The cover charges in the Black Cat 
room went the Marine room a few better. 
Five dollars a place! 

Money, money, money! We danced and 
drank and ate—-and flirted mildly—until 
four-thirty, then by common consent we 
stampeded for the dressing-rooms. 


“Perfectly adorable time, Ethel. So 
glad you thought of it. We'll have to do 
it lots.” 

“Liar!” I hurled at Lotta Frank—just 


in my mind, of course—as she busied her- 
self putting on a faint morning complex- 
ion. 

“Tt truly has been stunning. I've danced 
almost holes in my pumps, and one perfectly 
strange man kissed me. I wish I could 
find him again.” Harriet sighed dreamily 
and felt her tired feet. 

“Send him up, angel, if you do.” Ethel 
was feeling tremendously pleased with her- 
self and all the world. 

Ethel wanted us to bicakfast with them 
but I couldn't. What I wanted most to 
do was to get into our house, where I 
could cry on Carrot’s shoulder. 

All Carrots said was, “Was it worth it 
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to you, Buzz?” He looked away from me. 
“No, no—a thousand times no! 
could have had just as good a time here 
at home. The terrible part of it all was 
the knowing that we ought not afford it.” 
“Never mind, kitten,” Carrots gathered 
me in his arms, “let it be a darn hard les- 


son to us. It’s all right... we really 
could afford it this once . . . but what we 
can't afford is to do it often. If the 


others can . .. why, let ‘em.” 

And it was a lesson. The next time that 
Ethel suggested a party down in Chicago 
I carelessly said I was sorry, but our 
friends, the Eldreds, from Chicago, would 
be week-ending with us. The Eldreds just 
popped out of me... made up out of 
whole air. 


OST of the crowd went. 
funniest thing! Ethel 
young married set of Elmdale. 
I confess I did have a lonesome, left-out 
feeling as I watched Ethel come out of 
her house, bewitching in her brocade and 
squirrel wrap—the Franks were riding 
down with them this time. But as 
watched Bob walk slowly out, I had a 
different feeling. 

“Bob looks awfully bad,” I mentioned 
to Carrots, who was-also looking from be- 
hind his newspaper. I wondered if he, 
too. weren't feeling lonely. 

“Looks darn worried, if you ask me,” 
he returned, throwing down the paper and 
stretching himself luxuriously on the 
davenport, which was drawn close to the 
fire. “Play for me, Buzzy,” commanded 
my lord and master, and lazily I obeyed. 
We completely forgot Chicago and the 
Whites. 

“Hasn’t this been a peach of an eve- 
ning?” Carrots yawned contentedly as he 
wound the kitchen clock and looked to see 
if the back hall door was double locked. 
“I'm mighty glad that you had the good 
sense to tell Ethel that we didn’t want to 
oO. 

7 It came to me at that minute that I had 
not told Carrots what I had told Ethel. 
Should I tell him, or not? Finally I de- 
cided to tell him. He didn’t at all ap- 
prove—I knew that he wouldn’t—and I 
felt guilty. But I comfortably reassured 
myself that it would soon be forgotten. 

It would have been forgotten but for 
Ethel’s ingenuity in getting up spending 
parties—that is what Carrots and I termed 
them. That girl could think of more ways 
to spend money over a perfectly harmless 
week end than any one I ever met. Din- 
ners, theaters and dances, of course; those 
weren't so bad. But when it came to week 
ends at our winter resorts, the girl was 
good. She even inveigled the crowd to go 
up to Minneapolis one week end for =e 
and that was when Carrots innocently in- 
volved the Eldreds. 

Bob told him about the Minneapolis 
spree one noon when they met at lunch 
and Carrots was awfully glad of a real 
excuse and told him that we were going 
down to visit some friends in Chicago. 
We were; some old classmates of his. 

Ethel must have supplied the name of 
our friends to her own satisfaction be- 
cause when I saw Mrs. Deering she told 
me what a marvelous time we had missed 
when we had passed up the party to go 
down to visit our friends, the Eldreds. I 
blinked and let her run on uncorrected. 

It was downright remarkable the things 
that happened all winter to prevent 
different .people from going on Ethel’s 
smart parties. The girls didn’t refuse out- 
right, but listen to this: The night before 
the party to Menominee Falls for toboggan- 
ing, Bertha came down with a severe case 
of grippe. Fritz telephoned and told Ethel 
quite curtly that Bertha couldn’t possibly 
leave the house. And Harriet’s mother 
telegraphed that she would arrive the next 


It was the 
ruled the 


morning for a days visit on her way east. 
So it left only six to go instead of the 
original ten. We hadn’t accepted because 
we were expecting our friends, the El- 
dreds. 

I never put in a worse Sunday. I was 
so afraid that someone might come in and 
say, “Where are your friends, the El- 
dreds?” that I developed a sick headache 
in the middle of the afternoon. Carrots 
was irritable, too. He wanted to go to- 
bogganing on the Country Club hill, but I 
told him I'd have hysterics if he did. 
“You can’t, déarest; you know you can’t! 
Why, what would Fritz think if he saw 
you over there alone?” 

“Well, for the love o’ Mike, tell the 
truth next time!” He retired behind the 
newspaper bitterly conscious of the sun- 
shine of the mild January day. 

“Isn’t that just like a man?” I asked 
the fire, and the fire said it certainly was. 
I awakened to the fact that in one more 
minute I'd be quarreling with my husband, 
so I retreated to bed. At seven o'clock he 
came upstairs with some very sloppy cream 
toast and a contrite expression on his face. 
His dimples even showed, so I thought, 
“Oh, well, I'll be nice, too.” And the 
evening went off pleasantly with us playing 
Honeymoon bridge behind drawn shades. 

When I called Bertha up on Monday to 
ask about her grippe she was awfully 
snappy, and hurriedly changed the subject 
to our week-end guests, the Eldreds. I 
hastily changed it over to the luncheon that 
Ethel was giving to a favored few of us 
on Wednesday and we said good-by rather 
soon. 

I was quite nervous when I went in next 
door for luncheon on Wednesday. It 
made me feel worse when I realized that 
the girls had been talking about me when 
I rang the bell. I could tell by that sus- 
picious lull and by the innocent expres- 
sion on their faces. I stiffened and was 
very sweet and formal. 

I hadn’t long to wait before I learned 
the trend of their conversation. Mrs. 
Deering, who is married to that well- 
known surgeon, and who is quite a bit 
older than the rest of us, broke a little 
silence at the table by telling me what a 
marvelous party we missed at Menomince. 

“Tt’s a shame those Eldreds always spoil 
a good time for you,” she ended . . . Was 
it spitefully? 

I nearly choked on a cucumber. Guilty 
chills chased themselves down my spine. 

“Say, Buzz, we’ve never met the EI- 
dreds, have we? Funny, I never heard 
you mention them before this winter. 
Are they new?” It was Lotta Franks, and 
she buttered a biscuit as comfortably as 
though she were not torturing a fellow- 
being. 


OT exactly new, but they’ve never 

lived here. They’re awfully dear. I'll 
have to have you meet them when they 
come up again. Carrots ts so fond of 
them—” 

Not a word of sense to what I was say- 
ing. I knew my face was flushing to 
scarlet and I could feel the darting 
vibrations of curiosity coming from every 
plate at the table. So they had been dis- 
cussing our Eldreds, had they? 

“Why . Buzz!” Dawning memory 
was awakening in Bertha. “Didn’t Car- 
rots meet that Doris Eldred when he was 
in France and she was in the Red Cross?” 

He hadn’t. It was Doris Elton he had 
met, but I seized upon the straw. 

“Uh-hah. She’s the one.” 

“How perfectly thrilling! Did she 
nurse him back to life and all that?” It 
was Mrs. Deering, and her tone was 
merely mischievous, but nervous as I was, 
it made me turn the color of a_ boiled 


lobster. And instantly, as suspicions will 
pounce down upon a group, every girl 
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Here At Last Is Real Relief From Excess Fat! 


SILPH REDUCING 
CHEWING GUM— 


latest scientific discovery takes New York by storm—Everyone is chewing it and 
POUNDS OF FAT ARE ROLLING OFF! 


N?2 longer need you suffer from excess fat. No longer 
need you be humiliated by sarcastic looks or re- 
marks.—No longer need you starve yourself to distraction 
or tire yourself out with exercises—With Silph Reduc- 
ing Chewing Gum, the latest and most wonderful dis- 
covery ever made, every man, woman and child can today 
safely, quickly and easily reduce.—Silph Reducing Gum 
is the result of years of scientific study and experiments—- 
it is different from anything ever advised to take off 
FAT.—It is simple, safe, cheap and easy. It is almost 
like telling you to eat candies to reduce.—It is just as 
pleasant and as harmless. 


Silph Reducing Gum is not a drug nor a laxative—it 
contains juice extract of sea plants known for years to 
possess wonderful reducing properties but until now it 
was impossible to obtain sufficient quantities of these 
plant extracts to supply a public demand. Today a 
group of scientists have found a way to obtain it and 
to incorporate it in a delicious, refreshing chewing gum. 
When mixed with the gastric juices, through the flow of 
saliva it eliminates fat forming elements in the system— 
at the same time it is great for stomach or intestinal 
trouble. The quick and .amazing results already ob- 
tained with Silph have simply been overwhelming. 


If you are suffering from excess fat you should today 
geta ponge of SILPH Reducing Gum which sells for 
50c.—That. is enough for one week, or you can send in 
a dollar bill and get a full two weeks supply, which is 
a sufficient amount to see wonderful results. You can 
send direct to the Silph Medical Company, 9 West 
a the ghodew of ee 6oth Street, Dept. 44, New York City. Remember 
N—, beautiful Brooklyn that to “CHEW SILPH IS TO BE SILPH-LIKE,” 
“SilphReducing that’s New York's latest slogan. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS 
Silph is the name of the original and genuine, reducing gum. THE ONLY ONE 
WE PERSONALLY GUARANTEE TO BE SAFE AND HARMLESS. 
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Now Removed at Home 


Glorious news for women troubled with dis- 
figuring hairy growths! By means of an en- 
tirely new and very simple method you can now 
remove not only the surface hair, but the roots 
as well! Just get a $1 stick of Phelactine at 
any drug store or toilet counter, follow the easy 
instructions—see the hair-roots come out before 
your very eyes! Yes, you can hardly believe 
your eyes, it_is done so quickly, completely, 
harmlessly. Phelactine is non-irritating, non- 
odorous, non-poisonous. 
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seemed to gain the impression that my 
husband and Mrs. Eldred had a _ buried 
love affair. 

Some of them looked frankly curious. 
Others averted their faces in extreme 
delicacy, and as for me, I looked miserably 
down into my salad plate. The lettuce 
and mayonnaise swam beneath my eyes 
and before I could avert the catastrophe 
one big blobby tear fell with a salty splash 
to thin out the dressing. 

But my afternoon wasn’t to be complete 
without more reminders of my friends, tne 
Eldreds. Before we commenced playing 
I seized the opportunity to run up and 
powder my burning face, and when I 
slipped into Ethel’s room I heard voices 
in her bathroom, but thought nothing of 
it. 

“Don’t you adore this new toilet water 
of Ethel’s?” 

Lotta Franks’ voice, I idly noted as I 
bent over the bed worming my vanity out 
of my coat pocket. 


AH! Good heavens! Is that a run in 

the heel of these perfectly new chiffon 
et Tell me, Lotta; I can’t see it very 
well. 

I smiled. Mrs. Deering was too fat to 
see the back of her heel. The voices 
lowered, then unconsciously raised a little, 

“My dear—” it was Lotta again— “‘it’s 
a positive fact. Everyone knows that 
though he was engaged to Beth when he 
went across, he got simply wild over this 
woman, this Doris Eldred. And—my 
dear—she had a husband, and Mansfieid 
knew it! So what was he to do? We all 
felt dreadfully sorry for poor Beth, but 
she never let anyone see how she felt, an¢ 
they were married as soon as he came 
back. You mark my words, there is some. 
thing pretty queer about their sudden 
friendship with these Eldreds now. Don't 
you think it’s queer she never has us meet 
them? I shouldn't wonder if Mansfield 
still . 

The voice carefully died down as they 
opened the door leading into the hall and 
went downstairs. I sat weakly down on 
someone’s hat. Then, if never before, I 
felt fully the sting of malicious gossip. So 
that is what my good friends had been 
saying for the past three years. How, out 
of nothing at all, a dreadful yarn could be 
spun! A tale devastating to one’s hap- 
piness. Doris Elton had been a wonder- 
ful friend to Carrots when he was alone 
and dreadfully homesick. She had been 
as kind to him as one human being can be 
to another in time of stress. This was the 
thanks she got! I had never met her be- 
cause she and her husband were still living 
abroad; but we corresponded, and I felt 
as though she were a dear friend. How 
could these girls talk so cruelly? 

Carrots kept asking me what was the 
matter all that evening. “Don’t you feel 
good, dear? Does that tooth still bother 
you?” and a hundred and one things. But 
I had to keep still as to the real trouble. 
That was the worst of it. If I could have 
told him! But I didn’t dare, because he 
would have made me tell the trut’: right 
away, and I was so cowardly that I would 
suffer misunderstanding rather than con- 
fess that we couldn't do the things the 
rest did. 

Not long after, I began to hear that I 
was looking bad. One after another told 
me I was losing weight, and looked 
dragged out. I was and I did. There's 
nothing like a secret worry to pull you 
down. Every time I went to a party I 
could imagine. that the girls were looking 
at me and saying, “Poor Buzz! She's 
married to a man who lost his heart to a 
married woman and took Buzz because he 
couldn’t have the one he wanted.” 

That is what I could hear them whisper- 
ing. So is it any wonder that I did not 
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enjoy going out? And when Ethel and 
Lotta planned a big Easter spree at Draper 
Hall, I didn’t even bother to hide behind 
the Eldreds. I told half the truth at least; 
just said I didn’t feel up to it. Ethel 
looked at me in a puzzled way, and Lotta 
put her arm around me kindly and said, 
“Never mind, Buzz; you'll feel better bye 
and bye.” And left me wondering what 
on earth she meant. 

I didn’t have long to wonder because 
one day the week after I was coming out 
of old Dr. Bixby’s, where I had gone to 
see if he could give me something for a 
tonic, and I met Mrs. Deering at the gate. 
I flushed; I could feel it. Everytime I 
see her I think of that awful afternoon at 
Ethel’s. But she was cordial. She caught 
my hand and squeezed it so warmly. 
“Well, Buzz, dear, how goes it? My 
child, I want you to know—I'm so glad!” 

There was no mistaking her suspicion, 
and I was so taken by surprise—knowing 
it wasn’t true—and so unnerved, that I 
felt my eyes filling with tears. What 
could I say to that awful woman? 


OW, now, dear, don’t cry. It'll be 
just fine after awhile. Why, when 
Junior was coming . 

I didn’t wait to hear about Junior, but 
wrenched my hand away and fairly ran 
down the block, tears blurring my sight so 
that I could scarcely see where I was 
running. What had I got myself into? 
How could I go and tell Mrs. Deering— 
and everybody—that all that was the 
trouble with me was that I had made up 
some people and now they were hung 
around my neck like a millstone? 

I was so miserable that I cried if the 
iceman made a little more noise than 
usual. My love for my home had been 
completely submerged in a horrible fear 
of Ethel White. I became thoroughly 
morbid about Ethel and all the girls. I 
even began to be twisted and suspicious 
about my two oldest friends, Harriet and 
Bertha. Each night I’d ask myself what 
would happen next. 

Then the next thing did happen. It was 
a bright sunny morning in the early spring, 
and Harriet had just called me up and 
been as. dear and friendly as though she 
hadn’t been talking about me to every 
person she met. When I thought that, 
some of my old common sense returned 
and I said right out loud: “You goose! 
How do you know she has? In fact, you 
know very well that Harriet wouldn't!” 
Somehow I felt better and started to sing 
as I put shy yellow crocuses in a flat blue 
bowl. There’s nothing like yellow flowers 
in a blue bowl to chase away the grumps. 

A gay little wind went skipping along 
the street and it peeked in at the open 
French windows perking me up still more. 
I almost felt like surprising Carrots and 
calling him up to say I'd lunch in town 
with him, when the door bell rang. This 
was a loud, demanding ring and I put 
down the flowers in my hand and hurried 
to the door, hoping it might be something 
very nice. 

But at first sight it wasn’t. It was an 
unhappy looking man who had covered 
one eve with his hand while the other was 
diving in various pockets in search of a 
handkerchief. Water was streaming down 
his cheek and he looked as helpless as any- 
one does who is in the throes of having 
something in his eye. 

“Oh, come right in, do, and I'll try and 
get it out for you!” MHurriedly, I shoved 
him through the hall into the living-room 
where I unceremoniously shoved him down 
on the davenport. y 

“It’s a cinder, I think,” he groaned. 
Even a groan sounding pleasant in his 
voice. I had one of my impetuous hunches 
that he was nice, whoever he was. 

“Tll get it right out. Now... look 


up ... just one second .. . roll your eye.” 
And taking my fresh pocket handkerchief 
I deftly rolled back the lid and caught the 
cinder on the corner of the handkerchief. 
There was no denying his deep gratitude. 
He found his own and blew his nose pro- 
foundly. 

“Lord! That was miserable. Thank 
you a hundred times.” 

He had brown hair and blue eyes 
Nothing remarkable, like Carrots, but 
still awfully nice. “Oh,” I answered 
modestly, “I was so glad to do it for you. 
I always get ’em out for my husband. 4 

He had a jolly smile I decided. “You're 


“Yes, I = I thought I might as well 
own up to it. 

“My name’s Eldred—” he began, but 
stopped in surprise as I grabbed the arm 
of the davenport in consternation. 

“Where do you come from?” I managed 
weakly. 

“Why ...er... Chicago.” He ad- 
mitted guiltily. 

“Oh, my!” I leaned back in my corner 
of the davenport waiting for him to ex- 
plain this fairy-tale visit. 

“Mrs. Durand, I’ve been sent to you in 
the interests of the Berkeley Credit Asso- 
ciation.” 

My scalp lifted itself loose from my 
head. What had Carrots and I neglected 
to pay? 

“Your uncle, who as you know, is a 
director, told me it would be all right to 
come personally to you and that I could 
consider my business safe and confidential 
with you.” 

I was still worried. Uncle Harry, who 
also lived in Chicago, was in this company, 
but what had that to do with me? 

“Yes?” I raised my eyebrows. 

Mr. Eldred became serious. “We are 
having to look up the Whites who recently 
lived in Chicago and who now live next 
door to you. The fact is, his creditors 
fear he is going into bankruptcy, and 
they’d like to nail him before he gets the 
chance. Now, if you "ll answer these 
questions for me... He drew out a 
business like note book. “You- see, we 
want to get the scale on which they are 
living—” 

He said a lot more and asked me many 
questions, the answers of which he care- 
fully wrote down in the book. Keeping 
Uncle Harry in mind, I answered as 
honestly as I could. When I was. at all 
in doubt I would not answer. I was in 
terror of making it worse for the Whites’ 
than it was already. I felt as though I 
were on the witness stand. 

“You know, Mrs. Durand, there is a 
striking psychological effect from one 
couple like the Whites living in a suburb. 
They create an undercurrent of dissatis- 
faction among their acquaintances. I can 
tell you, I’m sure, that this past year, we've 
had more work to do for clients in col- 
lecting bills from Elmdale folks than 
we've had before in the past five years.” 


LEANED back, limp, 

cushions. “Not us... 

He laughed as though at a good joke. 
“No, not you. But you'd be surprised if 
you could see the list of those who have 
fallen from the grace of sure credit. And 
why? All because two foolish young 
people are living far beyond their means. 
I tell you, Mrs. Durand, it never pays!” 

“Oh, I know it! I know it. You can’t 
know how sincerely I agree with you.” 

“Here we have this man and woman. 
Some might contend that they are harm- 
ing none but themselves, but-that is not 
true. They are spreading a disease germ 
of unhealthy living and so should be 
separated from—” 

Mr. Eldred was carrying me along in 
his earnestness and I was leaning toward 
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him, eagerly absorbed in the argument, 
when suddenly he was arrested by’ some- 
thing, or someone, that I could not see. 
I turned my head around to the French 
windows and gasped. I could feel wave 
after wave of hot red creep up my neck 
and cover my face. Ethel, looking stun- 
ning in her street costume of old blue and 
squirrel, was standing in the opened 
windows. 

How much had she heard? I hazily 
arose and went toward her. Mr. Eldred 
stood, my pink ‘1andlzerchief dangling 
boldly from his long fingers. Never had 
a handkerchief of mine looked so accus- 
ingly pink, or so terribly guilty.. Bravely 
I introduced Mr. Eldred. I wondered 
what she would say. . and what he 
would say. 

Ethel stepped iein’ warmly. “Mr. 
Eldred, it’s so nice to know you. You've 
no idea how much we've all wanted to meet 
Mrs. Eldred and you, when you've been 
down. I hope you're staying a few days 
this time?” 

The pink of the handkerchief disap- 
peared as it was crumpled into a ball in 
Mr. Eldred’s palm; it was the only sign 
of his agitation. He smiled pleasantly and 
said that he was mighty glad to know Mrs. 
Durand’s friends. But no, he wasn’t stay- 
ing this time, and Mrs. Eldred hadn’t come. 
Some time soon, though; he was merely 
up on business . . 

He had made it worse! Up on business, 
and sitting in my living-room at eleven 
o’clock in the morning, holding my pink 
handkerchief ! 

I don’t remember how Ethel took her- 
self off. Everything was blurred and all 
I could think of was what I would say to 
this man after she left. Well, the long 
and short of it was that though I feared 
to tell the truth to my friends, to this 
person whom I had never seen before, I 
blurted out the whole story. I felt lighter 
and lighter as I went along because I was 
digging out the worry that had accumu- 
lated and hindered my content for months. 
When it was over, I said stonily: “Now 
you see what I have been doing all these 
months—all on account of my neighbors 
who spend too much money.” 

His face was sober, but I caught a 
twinkle far back in his eye. 


A‘ LEAST you didn’t spend what 
— yours to spend !” 
. bit it’s almost as bad. I lied 


to a out of doing so.” 

I made up my mind to tell Carrots the 
very first thing when he came home for 
dinner. I would have telephoned, but was 
afraid of someone accidentally hearing; in 
our suburb it has been known to happen. 
I tried not to notice that Ethel was giving 
a party that afternoon and had left me out. 
There was a buoyant hope leavening my 
misery now; Ethel and Bob were going 
to leave Elmdale! Mr. Eldred had said so. 
And’ until they did, I could stand it. 
Though I couldn’t help shuddering when I 
thought of that pink handkerchief and 
wondered what story Ethel had made up 
about it! It seemed so damning! 

When I told Carrots he advised me to 
sit tight and wait. Mr. Eldred had also 
been down to see him and had told him 
that the White’s creditors were going to 
take over their equity in the house. 

“So, honey, they will be going out of 
our lives so soon that we can afford to 
patiently wait.” 

“But, Carrots, I’m so worried about 
what she might have said about Mr. El- 
dred’s being here when she came in.’ 

That only made Carrots laugh. And 
every time he thought of the peculiar 
coincidence of there really being a Mr. 
Eldred, he laughed harder. It was a good 
joke to him. 

I don’t deny that I spent the next few 
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days in being noble. Every time I sav 
Ethel go in or out of her house I spent a 
full minute in being sorry for her. I 
wondered how soon they would be leaving 
and how poor Bob must feel at the dis- 
grace of not paying his bills. I wondered 
what their future vears were going to be: 
whether they would stick it out together. 
and a hundred and one things that one 
woman who feeis virtuous thinks about 
another whom she thinks is all wrong. 

But my smug righteousness was crashed 
into terribly on the calmest of domestic 
evenings, when Carrots was dozing on the 
davenport and I was working out a cross- 
word puzzle. 


"THE bell rang, and being too lazy to 
move, I let Carry answer, to hear my 
aunt Ellen’s agitated voice in the offing, 
as it were. I couldn’t help but hear plainly, 
as our hall is almost part of our living- 
room. The space in our house is utilized 
with every economy. 

“Buzzy Durand!” She was so agitated 
that she forgot to be dignified and call me 
Bethune. “What’s this impossible story 
that is circulating the town about you and 
your husband being divorced?” She 
rustled in angrily and puffed herself down 
into a chair that was much too low for 
her tight corsets. 

“Here, Auntie, take this chair. You 
know you like it better than that one.” I 
helped her work her way out of the low 
chair and into an upright one that fitted. 
She glared at the offending chair she had 
just abandoned and turned on Carrots who 
was sitting up, still half asleep and hazy 
as to what she had just said. 

“Well, young man, what do you mean 
by letting your wife divorce you?” 

Carrots looked vaguely surprised. “Say, 
Buzz, what does she mean?” He passed 
his hand worriedly across his forehead. 

I felt sick and shaken. “Aunt Ellen, 
what do you mean? Believe me, Carrots 
dear, I never thought of such a thing. 
There is some awful misunderstanding.” 

Trembling, I went to stand near Car- 
rots, who was now wide awake, and who 
put his arm tight around me. “Sit down 
here, Buzz,” he commanded shortly. “We'll 
get to the bottom of this thing. Now, 
Aunt Ellen, where did you hear this 
ridiculous story—” 

Voices on the veranda interrupted him 
and we instinctively braced ourselves for 
the ringing of the bell. I flew to answer 
and there were Bertha and Fritz both 
looking anxiously concerned. 

“Buzzy, dear, we just couldn’t believe it. 
And we came over to ask you and Carrots 
about it. It didn’t seem fair to listen to 
such stories and not let you know that 
they were going around.” 

“You bet!” agreed Carrots firmly. 
‘Here's Aunt Ellen, here, accusing us of 
wanting to be divorced—” 

“Mrs. Deering told me.” Aunt Ellen 
started doing her duty grimly. 

“Lotta Franks called me up vesterday 
and asked me if I had heard about it!” 
Bertha said, so solemn that it was funny. 
“Tt came from Ethel White, originally 
She gave a party last Wednesday—we 
weren't asked, but we heard about it. At 
her party Ethel told the girls how she had 
stepped into your house in the morning 
and found your friend, Mr. Eldred, there, 
and he was talking to you about his wife 
and your husband. You see—” 

Here Bertha became fearfully embar- 
rassed. 

“Don’t spare us. This is geod. Go 
right on,” encouraged Carrots with the 
oddest smile on his face. 

“Well, Ethel’ said that you and Mrs. 
Eldred had loved one another for years. 
Lotta Franks had told her, she said. And 
now Mr. Eldred and Buzz had decided to 
give you both the freedom of divorce. 
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She said she dlstinctly heard Mr. Eldred 
making the arrangements with Buzz. Then; 
she got a little scared at which she had 
told and made the girls promise to keep it 
a dead secret.” 

We all laughed at the secrecy with which 
it had been kept. 

“Oh, Buzzy, dear, it can’t be true, can 
it? You and Carrots have been so happy. 
. .- I couldn't stand it if it were true.” 
Bertha came over and took my free hand 

in hers. 

“You're real friends of ours.” My voice 
was husky, and I had forgotten my aunt 
who sat there listening attentively. 

“You bet they. are. And they deserve 
the truth, Buzz, don’t they?” Carrots was 
almost humorous by now. “We'll tell ’em, 
eh Buzzy?” I nodded 

“My dear friends, one and all!” Car- 
rots rose to his feet as though he were 
making an oration. “There aren’t—and 
there never have been—any Eldreds!” 

They all sat stupidly silent. Carrots 
hurried on. “The Eldreds, with us, was 
what Bertha’s grippe was to you.” He 
looked challengingly at Fritz. Fritz and 
Bertha grinned. “And what your mother’s 
sudden visit was to you—” Bertha blushed 
guiltily but Fritz laughed. “And what 
your numerous other excuses meant to all 
of you. We simply made the Eldreds up 
out of whole cloth !” How dear of Car- 
rots to say “we.” I loved him for it. “So, 
ladies and gentlemen, I repeat, there are 
no Eldreds in the lives of the Durands.” 

The bell rang loudly and we sat silent 
wondering who the next people would be. 
Carry came to the living-room door. She 
was polite, as she always is when strangers 
come. “Mr. and Mrs. Eldred,” she an- 
nounced plainly. 

There they stood, Mr. Eldred looking 
quite the same as when I had seen him 
before, only his eye wasn’t red and in- 
flamed. And his wife was the sweetest 
looking girl you’d want to see. But 
was absolutely incapable of going forward 


.to greet them. 


CARRCTS, I can’t—I can’t do a thing. 
You'll have to straighten it out some 
way!” I sank down on the davenport and 
shamelessly refused to do my part. 

After one look at the horror written 
on the faces of our chums, I succumbed to 
hysterical laughter. 


Carrots and Mr. Eldred capably un- 
twisted the tangle and Aunt Ellen left 
peacefully, assured that for the time being 
our happiness was quite intact. After she 
left the six of us settled down for a good 
talk. Carrots was all for going in and 
making Ethel White take back her scandal- 
ous story. But I was so happy and re- 
lieved to know that Bertha and Harriet 
knew the truth after these months of de- 
ception, that I wouldn’t let him. Mr. El- 
dred advised against it, too. 

“T hardly think you would find them 
receiving callers,” he ventured. “That's 
why I’m here again. Knowing that I 
would stay until this matter is cleared up, 
I brought Mrs. Eldred, and of course, 

wanted her to know Mrs. Durand. But 
the Whites are leaving you for Chicago 
tomorrow.” 

We all respected his business in moving 
the Whites back to Chicago, and so felt 
delicate about pursuing the topic. But 
the Eldreds stayed after the others gaily 
waved good-by, and he told us then that 
Bob White had suggested that they return 
to their home city where their living ex- 
penses would be cut to almost nothing— 
by living with his. fo! nd he would 
have more of an opportunity to catch up. 

But we have something to thank the 


two of the finest people we'll ever know, 


Whites for. They brought into our lives | 


and they are, our friends, the Eldreds! 
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school that comes right into your own home I can 
th 


ion. Over 2 
You girls o 


ught to 


an, 15 or over, should 
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The Handsome Brute 


[Continued from page 71] 


}on a friendly footing with the other men 
lof the company. Within three days all 
were calling him by his first name and 
helping him with the patter and steps of 
| his role. Even the one or two who, at 
| first, were inclined to look upon him with 
jealous eyes, were won over, for he worked 
like a day laborer to master his part and 
led the laughs at his blunders. 

The only case of open antagonism was 
in a most unexpected quarter: Alice Ross, 
our pretty and petite ingénue, whose role 
required that she play opposite Al most 
of . e time and sing and dance with him 
repeatedly. 


At had been one of my particular 
favorites during the five years she had 
been on the stage. For it was I who gave 
her a job with the old MacFall Opera 
Company when she came to me right from 
a Philadelphia church choir. 

And the girl was worthy of my fatherly 
affection, for not only was she a little 
beauty and the possessor of a fine soprano 
voice, but she was unaffected, intelligent, 
and square as they made ’em. 

I noted that when she was introduced 
to Lowell she made but a perfunctory 
reply to his laughing acknowledgment. 
And during the rehearsal she appeared to 
“grouch” through her work and did little 
to prompt her future stage partner. 

“Why the peeve this afternoon, Alice?” 
I asked, as we left the theatre together 
and trailed the others back to the hotel. 

“Because you might have picked some- 
thing besides a dancing doll to take Car- 
taret’s place.” 

“T don’t quite get you.” 

“Yes, you do, Dave, perfectly. You know 
how I detest these insufferably handsome 
men. And you’ve put me in a position 
where I must play opposite to one of the 
worst of the species; a rosy cheeked, curly 
haired, conceited ——” 

“Whoa, Alice! Wait a minute. You're 
taking snap judgment, and it’s all wrong. 
This boy isn’t conceited. And, besides, 
you never found good looks a handicap in 
this business, did you?” 

“Oh, that’s different. A woman must 
have them to hold her own on the stage. 
But a man should look the part; not like 
a counterfeit for a collar ad.” 

“Well,” I finished, as we entered the 
hotel lobby, “try to be yourself and give 
him a chance to show what he really is. 
I think — bd going to change your mind 
about Lowel 

But she didn’ t, not so I noted it. Al 
sensed her antagonism. So did the others 
of the company. It annoyed him. And he 
tried to overcome it by being extremely 
deferential whenever they met, and giving 
her the best of it when they were on the 
stage together. 

Right then I don’t believe Alice appealed 
to him any more than did the other women 
of the company. But he realized why she 
treated him with studied indifference. And 
it probably stung him to learn that one of 
the most respected and intelligent of his 
associates would permit prejudice to govern 
her. 

Al was a willing, but not an entirely 
finished performer. And in his first few 
weeks with us he frequently made some 
slight slip in his steps or in his speeches. 
On such occasions, particularly when he 
was dancing with Alice, I suspected that 
she said things which further upset him. 
For, from my post in the wings, I noted 
that his face would flush and the tell-tale 
little line between his eyes would grow 
deener. 

Then one night came a particularly un- 

139 


fortunate mishap. Al missed catching his 
partner as they swung through the gyra- 
tions of a difficult acrobatic dance number, 
and she all but slipped to the floor. As 
they came off stage together, she furiously 
angry, he crimson and embarrassed, he be- 
gan to stutter an apology. 

But, stamping her foot, she cut him short 
with: “Don't bother excusing yourself, 
Your looks will get you by, even if you 
are clumsy.” 

Al went paper white beneath his make- 
up and his hands clenched until the veins 
stood out like twisted thongs. But he 
didn’t utter the words which must have 
been burning just behind his set lips. For 
a full moment he held her, eye to eye; then 
he turned with a shrug and went to his 
dressing room. 

I knew, from the flash she gave me, she 
regretted her bitter speech. For a moment 
I thought she was tempted to follow and 
apologize. But she didn’t. And, once 
again I wondered if her persistent show 
of resentment was not a cloak to hide a 
tremendous change which had taken place 
in her feelings. 

The change in her manner made a mighty 
difference in Al. He appeared as happy 
as a big school boy. The others smiled 
knowingly, figuring he was just tickled 
with himself at “bringing Alice down to 
earth.” But I caught the situation from 
another slant. To me the signs pointed 
just one way. Al had really fallen in love 
— his tantalizing partner, and was hard 

it. 

Things drifted along in this rather happy 
state of suspense until after we had com- 
pleted our dates up in Washington and 
Oregon, and were working over the Cali- 
fornia circuit. Then, quite suddenly, I 
noted that some of the pep appeared to 
have gone out of the lad’s work, his laugh 
was more forced than spontaneous and, 
more often than not, he went directly to 
his room following the final curtain. Alice's 
efforts also seemed to lose some of their 
customary flash. 

It was two nights before we were to 
leave the coast for the trek back East that 
I learned the truth. Al waited for me 
until the last performer had left the show- 
shop, and together we went to a quiet 
little restaurant for a late bite. 

It was at the conclusion of our meal, at 
a table far removed from others in the 
place, that he startled me with: “Mr. 
Crossley, I’m leaving the company in two 
weeks.” 

“Nonsense, Al,” I blurted, when I had 
recovered from my surprise. “Why we 
just couldn’t get along without you.” 


HERE came a flicker of the old smile, 
but he shook his head. “You always 
can fill the place of a dancing man.” A 
hint of bitterness marked his tone. 
“Listen, boy,” I said. “I think you 
realize I’m a good friend. Now come clean 
with me. Isn’t Alice concerned in this?” 
For a full minute he hesitated. Then, 
“Yes. You probably realized long ago I 
was in love with her. And she’s the first 
woman I ever wanted to possess—believe 
it or not. Some time back I asked her to 
marry me. She put me off. Today I in- 
sisted upon a final answer. She refused. 
That’s all.” 
“No, there’s a lot more, son. I was 
certain she had learned to like you, a lot.” 
“I thought the same thing. Today I 
learned differently. She merely had tried 
to be kind to me to make good for some 
of the harsh things she had said. But my 
proposal revived all the old prejudice. She 
never has and never will believe that a— 
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For This Latest Model Imported 
Jewelled Movement Watch 


Runs 8 Days with One Winding 


20 Year Guarantee 


Only a down payment of 10c required 
and we make immediate shipment of 
this beautiful and serviceable watch. 


WE TRUST YOU 
Shipment Same Day 
No References Needed 
Elsewhere you would probably be required to pay 
upwards of $16 for a full-jewelled open face 8 Day 
watch ofthis quality. Our price reduced to $12 and 
you may pay it $1 per week. 
Make first payment only to postman when he 
delivers package. 
Send name and address at once. Our money back 
and 20 year guarantee protect you, 


A. M. Deelite Co., 530 Broadway, NewYork 


Why Stay Fat? 
Blanche Arral, Famous Opera Star, takes 


off 34 Ibs. in 30 days by drinking Tea made 
of Javanese Herbs. 


No Exercise 


Brewed as Tea 
or in Tablet Form 


Write for free book on 
reducing, telling how 
Madame Arral discov- 
ered, on the Isle of Java, a wonderful health-giving, 
Reducing Tea, and how to obtain some_to use 
yourself. Results are immediate. Address, Blanche 
Arral. Inc., Dept. 270 E, 500 Fifth Ave., New York. 


SAVE YOUR BODY 


Conserve Your Health 
and Efficiency First 


“] would not part with it for $10,000 


Sowritesan enthusiastic,grate- 
ful customer. “Worth more 
than a farm,” says another. In 
like manner testify over 100,000 
people who have worn it. 


Body Brace 


Overcomes WEAKNESS 
and ORGANIC AILMENTS 
of WOMEN and 
Brings comfort abit: 
ity to do things, health, strength. 


Wear it 30 Days Free at Our Expense 


Does away with the strain and pain of standing and 
walking; replaces and supports misplaced internal organs; 
reduces enlarged abdomen; straightens and strengthens the 
back; corrects stooping shoulders; develops lungs, chest and 
bust; relieves backache; curvatures, nervousness, ruptures, 
constipation, after effects of Flu. Comfortable, easy to wear. 


Write today for illustrat- 
Keep Yourself F it ed booklet, measurement 
blank, etc., and read our very liberal proposition. 


ROW ARDC. BAGH. Prev, Notwal Body Braces, 


1 well, a good looking fellow—can at the 

same time be the kind of a he-man a woman 
| knows she can depend upon in an emer- 
gency. She told me so, bluntly.” 

“Well?” I prompted when he paused. 

“You're entitled to a full explanation, 
Mr. Crossley,” he interrupted, “so I'll tell 
a bit of my past history. I was born and 
raised in a half-pint Texas town down 
near the Rio Grande border. My father 
was a poor business man, but he managed 
to raise enough cattle on his little ranch 
to keep me and my invalid mother. I 
grew up pretty wild, but I did like books 
and studied hard. When I'd cleared the 
Texas schools my dad pinched some and 
sent me to Yale. There I took to ath- 
letics My father died. I went home 
to look after my mother. I had not been 
informed, but she had become bed-ridden 
in my absence. When I took stock of 
things I found we were broke; every- 
thing mortgaged. And Mother needed 
constant doctors’ care. I took any and 
every job I could get in an effort to take 
care of her properly. 

“But I couldn’t earn enough. And the 
doctors told me she would live only if 
sent to one of the big cities and placed 
under the care of specialists. 

“Then an agent from Denver came along 
signing up riders for a rodeo company to 
tour the East. He was the first one to tell 
me in cold blaod about my looks. I had 
taken it as a big joke when the boys called 
me ‘Cupid’ in college. He said I'd make a 
killing as a show rider; offered me more 
money a week than I could earn in Texas 
ina month. The job meant that I could do 
the things my mother required. I took it. 
What followed I can cut short. The man- 
ager of a small show offered me a place 
after I wound up a season of riding. I 
went with him; then with other and better 
outfits until I came to you.” 


Burt you've still got to earn good money, 
haven't you?” 

“No. My mother—died—while I was 
playing in Chicago. I’m free now. And I’m 
going back to Texas where they don’t care 
a hang what a man looks like so long as he 
can ride a horse and mind his own busi- 
ness. 

Finally, he agreed to remain, at least 
through the Texas stops. 

I surely was sorry for the boy. And I 
was mighty glad when, in the succeeding 
performances, the little dancer displayed no 
ill will toward Al, though she avoided him 
persistently off stage. 

Following the completion of the El Paso 
engagement, we headed for the larger cities 
in the eastern end of the state, using a 
special train equipped with a diner, because 
of the long jump. However, we had little 
more than passed the Pecos River section, 
when I received a telegram from the New 
York office, telling me to hold the comnany 
at Junction City for three days, permitting 
the performers to go to the local hotels or 
use the cars as they chose. 

Rain was falling steadily when we 
reached Junction City, so most of the 
principals trailed me to the town’s largest 
hotel. But it wasn’t much more comfort- 
able there than in the cars. And as the 
storm continued, confining us indoors, we 
were fit to be tied by bed time. 

However, the morning following came 
through sunny and warm, and after break- 
fast.my temperamental crew became more 
cheerful and began planning various out- 
ings to kill time. It was along about ten, 
when I was lolling in the shade of the 
porch matching quarters with Reilly, Al 
and two or three others of the men, that 
Alice, almost dancing with nervous excite- 
ment, came hurrying up accompanied by 
several of the girls. 

“Oh, Dave, we've just learned of a place 
that’s really worth seeing. We want you 
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Would You Like To 
Have a Clear Skin? 


Then Try This Delightful, Simple Way 
Which Thousands Say Is Freeing Them 
From Pimples, Acne, Blackheads, 
Oily Skin, Brown Spots and 
Unsightly Blemishes. 


WONDERFUL RESULTS IN ONE DAY. 


and Velvety 
Complexion 
is Nature’s 
Greatest 
Gift and 
Attraction. 


S YOUR complexion literally ruined by pimples» 

acne, or other unsightly blemishes? Ts our 

skin muddy and sallow? Don’t worry, and don’t 
give up—no matter what you have tried, or how 
bad your case, I am positive that my simple, secret 
home treatment will give you a beautiful complexion 
free from every blemish. And the beauty of it all is 
the speed and ease with which it is accomplished. 
Frequently users report an amazing improvement 
in one day, and every pimple vanished in one week. 


Thousands Have Proved That 
You Can Have a Clear Skin 


Thousands of men and women in all parts of the 
U. 8S. and many foreign countries, who had given 
up after trying every conceivable method are now 
rejoicing in healthy, clear, attractive skins after 
using my delightful treatment a few days. These 
letters are typical of thousands. 


Foreign Countries Like It, Too 
Mr. Warren: Lingayen, Pangasinan. 
Pardon me for not writing you immediately 
when I received your treatment and your letters. 
I am glad to inform you that your treatment has 
caused practically all the pimples on my face to 
vanish. I will tell my friends about this great 
improvement and get them to order from you. 
ours, JOSE 8S. ESPINO. 
Removes Pimples In 8 Days 
Dear Friend: Colorado, Texas. 
I can’t thank you enough for-Clear-Plex. I have 
used it eight days and all of my pimples and black- 


heads are all gone nearly, and my face is smooth 

and soft. ALMA CORSTENSEN. 
Cures Fourteen- Year-Old Girl 

Dear Friend: Bay City, Mich. 
can't praise your Clear-Plex enough for what 

it has done for my 14-year-old daughter. 

I felt that her looks were ruined for life till I 
began using your Clear-Plex. Now her face is al- 
most entirely well and she has a beautiful, clear, 


soft, velvety complexion. 
HATTIE JOHNSON. 
Your Face Is Your Fortune 


This old saying is literally true. An unsightly skin 
makes many an otherwise attractive man or woman 
a wall flower—makes them sensitive, embarrassed 
and repulses others. A fair, clear, soft, velvety 
skin draws friends to you and wins admiration, for 
beauty lies more in the complexion than in the fea- 
tures. Deciare your independence today from your 
blemishes by using my wonderful home treatment. 


TRY IT AT MY RISK 


To prove that you can be rid of pimples, acne, 
brown spots, oily skin, blackheads and blemishes I 
want to send you my simple home treatment under 
plain wrapper to try ten days. You will find it won- 
derfully delightful as it is as simple and easy to use 
as toilet water. Without obligation, just write or 
rint your name on a post card or the coupon below 
or my introductory 10-day FREE TRIAL Offer. 


W. H. WARREN, 921 Gateway Sta., Kansas City, Mo. 


W. H. WARREN, 921 Gateway Sta., Kansas City, Mo. 


Without obligation, please send me your intro- 
ductory 10-day free trial offer. 
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] TEACH PIANO A FUNNY WAY 
you?” edly 
“Maybe, if it isn’t too far. What is it?” me 


“It's a town—Delnates they call it—about had 
five miles from here and not: far across the witl 
border. It’s one of those places I've a h 
So People Told Me When I always wanted to. see, with gambling acr¢ 
First Started in 1891. But 
inds of quaint things. vet 
now, after over twenty-five “Fair enough,” I replied, rising. “I've herd 
years of steady growth, I a od glimpsed bee even on a 
picture post card. But I'll dig up a few 
have far more students than near-taxicabs and we'll drive over” A 
were ever before taught by “Just a minute, Mr. Crossley,” inter- 
one man. I am able to make rupted Al. “If you'll take my steer, you'll oy 
h ful vl clamp a veto on this jaunt. I’ve beer’ to the 
them successful players of Delnates, often; know all about it. It’s a gene 
the piano or organ in quarter dirty up Vicious 
resorts which are trequent y the scum spa 
the usual time at quarter of the border. It’s no place for an Ameri- orde 
the usual cost. Ni DR. QUINN AT HIS PIANO can woman, particularly if somebody Or 
From, the Famous Shetch by Schneider should start a row. There are a few him 
, native policemen, but when the rough-necks had 
y= after year my school has grown and grown, until now I conduct one of the largest get busy, they make for the tall timbers.” “7 AL 
conservatories of the world. In 1923 and 1924 over three thousand students graduated | ,. Alice listened, her cheeks paling,’ her heig | 
- from my Piano or Organ course and received their diplomas. lips quivering a bit. But as Al finished, oe 
an angry light flashed into her eyes. to al 
Yet, when I first started giving’ piané and organ lessons by mail in 1891 my method was “Dave, I've set my heart on seeing this acros 
laughed at. Could my conservatory have grown as it has, obtained students in every State of a7 . : had | 
om : L ’ ed §' Ty place, and I’m going to. Of course if Mr. a 
gy the Union, and, in fact, practically every civilized country of the world, | Lowell is afraid to come along, he may saw 
unless it produced very unusual and satisfying RESULTS for its stu- | remain safely in the hotel. How about the and 
dents? See for yourself what it is that has brought my method so | rest of you boys?” and 
rapidly to the front. Write for free booklet and sample lessons. At her knock Al went red, clear up to —. 
Now; for the first time, you can obtain sample lessons without charge. his eyes. But he only shrugged his aie 
In the past I have always been opposed to aun out free lessons, ra shoulders with: ‘Go ahead, Dave. I'll Meet 
. to persons who were seriously interested in my course. But my friends | trail with you.” | ; ; nA 
have insisted that I give everybody a chance to see for themselves just | , There was little entertainment in the li 
how simple, interesting and DIFFERENT my lessons are, and I have consented to try the ride, over a twisted, corrugated road, for the. c 
experiment for a ghore time. Simply mail the coupon below or write a postcard, | our machines kept churning up the alkali whicl 
bligote. page klet and sample lessons will go to you at once and without | in ¢loyds which nearly choked us. And, assert 
P though our arrival at Delnates was a relief, declat 
will play the squalid, shabby hamlet presented any- I si 
ing piece on the piano or 
organ, not only in the original key, e R 2 ‘a BO Oo K thing but an inviting appearance. Its main deniec 
but in all other keys as well. Most , | street was only a zig-zag lane bordered she .a 
with one and two-story shacks of clap- next 
ter lavention, boards and adobe. A few weather beaten music 
Colorotone. signs and namin 
nother i io i various places served as “come-ons” for id in 
me, tourists. A scattering of horses were tied with | 
ing picture device, Quinn-dex. By before the gambling ‘houses and brothels, to giv 
and the few persons in the streets were As 
piano, and can learn just how to unkempt. compl 
train your own fingers. motio' 
When I say that I can teach you AS WE stumbled over the rotting planks she sl 
piano, in quarter the usual time, Iv===="=FREE BOOK COUPON-===== which formed the sidewalks, glancing again 
QUINN CONSERVATORY, Studie, SA11 into the open doorways of the resorts and a. nev 
improved methods have accom- § 59% Columbia Road, Boston, 25, Mass. pausing to look at the truck in the windows Tony, 
plished just as great wonders in me, ap obligation, | of the curio shops and general stores, even Kinsle 
athe branches of education. You st | | the girls appeared to be affected by the his 
gate. tieulars of your method. discouraging character of their surround- our di 
Send co d ings, and there was little laughter. feet 
the otter Once or twice Al fell behind and spoke showe 
mah is withdrawn. , in Spanish to some of the natives, huddled waved 
in the shade. And their replies brought a brute, 
frown which increased with the minutes. as the 
A Permanent We Ve hor Finally, at a nod, I came close to him. over a 
< “Mr. Crossley,” he said under his breath, For 


“this was a fool trip at best. But things helples 
are worse than I had expected. There's and st 
been a fight up the line and the police have the fa 


Just imagine! 15 permanent wave treatments in a bottle 
for only $1.49! At last you can save the high cost of electric 
waving. NATURAL vegetable liquid leaves your hair in 


lovely, shi ing, pe t teaci ris, sim 

radiant with health! "Pretty bait deserves this treat. — | gone there. These halfbreeds are bad menaci 
SEND NO MOREY. “Simply: yay postman 31-49 on delivery MONEY BACK GUARANTEE ts yuu wil be anonsbedand|| actors. You better try to get the girls to towarc 
carting as curls © 1) call it a day and beat it before we butt their f 
\ PREMIER SALONS DE BEAUTE. 145 Nassau St.. New York. Dent. SS. into some mix-up.” ; One o: 
7 j His words gave me an unpleasant kick. way a 
I had seen nothing to cause me special drawn 
anxiety. And again I wondered whether groupe 
he was most worried for our —- or Wha 
: whether personal fear was causing him to like it 

SIX a This House Giv en Away imagine danger. ———— a I could Alice 
= an Surely you want a fine six-room house of your very own, dope out the oe cance © is warning, he pin 
For ten years I have been giving away siz-room houses to Alice forced the issue. ‘ crushir 
advertise my business. [ am going to give away “Now listen, Dave, and all of you. I'm and, de 

many more. Many have been made ha; —you 
may be the next. You may become the owner not going to have my little adventure herself 
your tay, 55,7 tI spoiled. I've always wanted to see this % dan 
v. S..and if you do not own a lot, rll arrange kind ofja place, and now that I'm here, I’m have a 

you tofree yourself from thelandlord's clutches. going to do it. That looks like a dance we did 

: : COSTS YOU NOTHING TO INV! — hall over there—the building with the sign, 

— =- _ PICTURES AND PLANS FREE. You risk ‘Spotted Dog. Anyway, there’s music How 
nothing. You are not obligated in any way. Rush me your name and address TODAY— QUICK. Spott og. Anyway, i all of 
- card will do. Just say “* Please send me free plans.” Act now. Address there, and I’m going inside and see what's the tab 
c. E. MOORE, Pe ‘es., Home Builders Club, Dept. 46 o Batavia, Ilinois doing.” in a fla 

There were a few gasps from some of one 
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the girls; but Alice ted the way determin- 
edly. One glance from the doorway told 
me it was the worst honk-a-tonk I ever 
had encountered. A tawdry dance hall, 
with a few loafers hanging over the bar, 
a half dozen couples swinging listlessly 
across the floor to the wheezing notes from 
a dilapidated piano, and a scattering of 
over-painted, short-skirted women and 
hard featured men drinking at the tables. 


As WE helped the girls down the steep 
stairway leading from the street, the 
confused, waspish buzz of the voices of 
the habitues was stilled.. It was the kind of 
general sizing-up that gave you the creeps. 
Our party was ushered to tables near the 
space set aside for dancing and I gave an 
order for drinks. 

One of the men whose swagger. marked 
him as the bully of the place, and who 
had shouted something in Spanish which 
raised a laugh when we entered, was par- 
ticularly repellent. Fully six feet in 
height, massive of shoulder, tanned almost 
to an Indian red and with an, ugly scar 
across his cheek, he suggested all I ever 
had heard about the border bad man. Al 
saw me watching the hulking brute as he 
and his partner pirouetted past our table 
and caught the words I growled as he 
leered at our women. 

“That’s ‘Big Tony,’” he whispered. 
“He’s been the leader of a band of half- 
breed thieves and cattle rustlers for years.” 

Alice, sitting at my elbow, overheard 
the caution. And again the perverseness 
which had gripped her throughout the day 
asserted itself. “I’m going to dance,” she 
declared. “Will you be my partner, Dave?” 

I shook my head. But she was not to be 
denied. Leaning over to Kinsley, our tenor, 
she asked him to dance with her. The 
next moment they were swaying to .the 
music, going through the steps of the 
intricate waltz number she and Al usually 
did in the show. The new steps made a hit 
with the border hoofers, and they fell back 
to give them the long once-over. 

As the: melody ceased I hoped she had 
completed her program of foolishness and 
motioned her to return to the table. But 
she shook her head. And, as the piano 
again started up, she and her partner began 
a. new dance. However, as they passed 
Tony, he reached out, tore Alice from 
Kinsley’s. grasp and, holding her firmly in 
his great arms, swung along with her in 
our direction. Instinct brought us to our 
feet to interfere. . But, though terror 
showed in her face, she forced a laugh and 
waved to us. The act emboldened the 
brute, who grimaced at us tauntingly. And, 
as they again approached, he suddenly bent 
over and kissed her. 

For an instant the girl was stunned into 
helplessness. Then she jerked herself free 
and struck the grinning Tony full across 
the face. I never beheld such blistering 
menace as flamed in his eyes. Turning 
toward his followers, who had come to 
their feet, he shouted something in Spanish. 
One of them instantly dashed up the stair- 
way and blocked the door, his revolver 
drawn; while the others fell back and 
grouped against the far end of the bar. 


What followed was raw drama, lightning 
like in its rapidity. Whirling back to 
Alice, who had stood as though paralyzed, 
he pinioned her arms to her sides in a 
crushing embrace, lifted her from her feet 
and, despite her shrieks and efforts to free 
herself, dragged her with him as he tried 
to dance. I don’t know what we would 
have accomplished against such odds, but 
we did start forward to help the ‘irl. 

However, with a yell of “Keep back, 
all of you, I'll handle this,” Al hurdled 
the table to the floor, was upon the couple 
in a flash and his right fist caught the half- 
breed with a blow which sent his head 


rotking .and forced to” rélease nS hold 
upon Ailice.. 

Giving -her a shove which sent her. spin- 
ning back among us, the lad set himself. 
At the unexpected attack upon their leader, 
some of his supporters sprang. forward. 
But he ordered them back with an oath 
and faced his antagonist, bent upon re- 
venge. With that kid and the husky lined 
up, it looked like the old David and Goliath 
act being restaged. And Tony also grasped 
the odds«in his favor for, as I drew Alice 
moaning and choking into my arms, he 
laughed -wickedly:.and lurched forward, 
swinging his" great, knotted fists. 

Then they were. at each other, both 
striking full-arm-blows aimed for. the head. 
Tony retreated but a step, then hurled 
himself into a clinch, in which they tugged 
and wrestled, then crashed to the planking. 

If Tony had counted upon crippling his 
opponent by thé sheer force of his weight, 
he quickly learned his mistake. There was 
a momentary wriggle of striking arms and 
kicking legs, when Al hurled the other 
from him and dragged himself to his feet. 
The halfbreed followed, yelling like a 
maddened animal. For a moment or two 
they circled each other. But, instead of 
using his fists, the brute suddenly whipped 
his revolver from its holder and attempted 
to aim from the hip. Al caught the move- 
ment from the beginning, clutched the 
weapon wrist with both hands and forced 
the barrel downward so the bullet tore into 
the floor. His next movement was a quick 
twist, and Tony dropped the weapon. There 
followed another locking of grips and over 
they toppled. 

But they broke almost immediately, and 
as they again staggered to their feet, pant- 
ing, gasping, their chests heaving as if 
their hearts. were trying to burst their 
bonds, they appeared more -brute. than 
human. their ; shirts had been ripped 
to ribbons, exposing’the throbbing muscles 
which rose and - fell beneath the welted 


_flesh;-their faces were battered and swollen 


and a trickle of crimson ran from a cut 
across Al’s forehead, down into his eyes, 
partly blinding - him. 

For a full moment, or two, they teetered, 
heads lowered, gathering .sufficient. vitality 
to continue this battle, to the death. Then, 
like snarling panthers, they flung them- 
selves together again, each reaching for 
the other’s throat, missing, then crashing 
in another fearful embrace. 


BAc&k and forth they staggered, the 
desperado striving to twist his adver- 
sary into a position where he might resort 
to gouging. But Al, realizing his purpose, 
clung desperately close, giving him no 
opportunity to jam his hands into his face. 

Suddenly Bad Tony changed his tactics, 
threw both arms about the youth and 
locked his grip with clenched fingers. And, 
as he gained the temporary advantage, the 
halfbreed braced himself, swung the other 
about, then pushed him before him toward 
the stairway. 

I don’t think any of us, crouching among 
the tables, palsied with fear, comprehended 
= purpose. I doubt if Al guessed it—at 

rst. 

Slowly, steadily, foot by foot the game 
lad was shoved back until the foot of the 
steps was but a few yards distant. Then 
the halfbreed’s head shot up and he rasped, 
“Get him now, Jose. Quick!” 


I glanced in the direction he had looked, 


toward the platform at the top near the 
doorway. The bravo there crouched low 
and raised his revolver with unwavering 
hand. 


I tried to cry a warning. My tongue 
swelled and’ "choked brain seemed 
to go numb. 


But Al also had caught the cry; knew 
its meaning’as fully as though he could 
see behind: him. With a sudden tensing 
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| drivers ready at the wheel. 


of his every muscle, he set himself, drew 
his arms closer about his opponent, liter- 
ally lifted him from his feet and whirled 
him full around. 

At the same instant there came the bark 
of a pistol; an agonizing cry. Then the 
head of Big Tony dropped sideways and 
- whole body seemed to crumple up and 
wilt. 

Possibly the man on the stairway didn’t 
realize the target he made. Probably he 


| had no fear of a gun in the hands of one 


he believed a tenderfoot. With a derisive 
yell he started down the steps, his weapon 
held for a waist shot. 


UT he received his lesson; almost im- 

mediately. With a movement almost as 
darting as that of a cobra’s lunge, Al’s 
head and arm came above the table, and 
there was a flash and a burst of flame 
from his hand. 

My eyes swept the stairs. The man 
called Jose stopped as suddenly as though 
turned to stone, his jaw dropping, his 
features twisting themselves into a_hor- 
rible grimace. He seemed to pull himself 
upon his toes, his arms shot out and his 
fingers went wide, dropping his revolver 
with a clatter. 

However, the horror of this second 
tragedy held me only for an instant. There 
came a warning shout from Al, and look- 
ing I saw him facing the other halfbreeds, 
his gun covering them. During the battle 
they had crowded close to the walls out of 
range, expecting a different ending. With 
their leaders down and weltering, they had 
started forward. But they proved cowards, 
the kind of riff-raff which usually consti- 
tuted the following of the border bad men, 
hold only when holding an advantage, 
fighting only in mass. The mad, battling 
human animal before them had proved his 
prowess. They knew he had reached a 
stage where he would kill on the flash. 
Their hands left their hips, and they drew 
back slowly, sullen and cursing, bluffed 
cold for the moment. 

To that time I had forgotten every- 
thing except the battle before me. But, 
with the tension partly relaxed, I caught 
the sobs of the women, the deep, fearful 
breathing of the men behind me. -And I 
wondered if we ever would escape from 
the trap in which we were caught. 

Again his weapons covered Tony’s men, 
moving slowly from side to side, that all 
might look into the muzzles and realize the 
death which menaced them. 

“Are you there, Dave?” he shouted. 

“Yes!” My reply was almost a roar. 

“Get everybody out and make for the 
border. T'll follow you.” 

I thanked God the boys were all on their 
feet. Al’s words set them in motion with 
a jerk. I don’t know how we did it, for 
two of the girls had fainted and the others 
were hysterical and_ shrieking. But, 
stumbling, pushing, scrambling, we got 
them into the open. I caught a glimpse 
of Alice, white as one dead, her limbs numb 
beyond the power to move, being carried 
by Peters, our husky heavy. 

The machines were where we had left 
them, at the end of the street, with their 
They had 
heard the shots and tumult, suspected some- 
thing of the nature of what had taken 
place. But it was not their first experience 
with a Delnates’ shooting scrape. And, 
being Americans, they had stuck, de- 
termined to do their part toward carrying 
their fares to safety. 

Al had held his own all right—and 
more. He had backed up the steps and 
still mastered the situation from the door- 
way. “All right,” I cried. “They’ve gone. 
Here’s our car. Make it quick.” 

“Right,” he shot back, without turning. 
Then he fired twice above the heads of 
those grouped below to further cow them, 
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stepped back and kicked shut the door. As 
we turned he staggered and leaned heavily 
upon the arm I extended. For the first 
time I noted the strip of shirt remaining 
about his waist was red and soaked. And, 
as the driver and I lifted him into the car, 
his guns slipped from his fingers and he 
slumped into a corner. We were off and 
headed for the open in seconds, and none 
sought to intercept us. 

“Have you been shot, Al?” I questioned 
as, holding him in my arms, we whizzed 
past the town’s last shack and began careen- 
ing over the rutted road toward the line. 

“It’s nothing,” he stammered. “Only a 
scratch. It’s my—other side—that hurts, 
I've got a broken rib—or two—I guess, 
Just let me rest against your shoulder.” 

I said no more and tried to brace him 
so as to ease the jars. Soon we began to 
pass houses which suggested American 
architecture, and I was not surprised when 
the driver barked that we had crossed the 
line. 

We were within a half mile of the town, 
when several mounted men pushed suddenly 
out of a cloud of dust around a turn in 
the road. The driver yelped a glad cry of, 
“Hello, Sheriff!” and pulled up as they 
surrounded us. 

At his words, which came in a heavy 
rumble, Al opened his eyes and painfully 
pulled himself round until he faced the 
newcomer. As their looks met the youth 
nodded, and the sheriff, after a sort of 
gulp, stepped closer and peered closely into 
the youth’s face. Then he gave a whoop, 
patted Al fatherly fashion on the head, 
turned and yelled: “Great gosh, boys, who 
do you suppose this is? 

“Yes, Sheriff. But I’m hurt a bit. I 
need a doctor. I wonder if you could——” 

“Hell! That’s bad. Here you,” giving 
me a good natured push. “Into the front 
seat. I'll look after my old pal. Chet”— 
to the driver—“make straight for the hos- 
pital. One of you cactus jumpers grab my 
horse and trail us.’ 

I was still trying to arrange the dis- 
ciosures of the day in some sequence when 
we drew up before the hospital. The 
sheriff and I helped to carry Al inside. 

As we left the place together, after I 
had learned that Alice was not there, he 
requested my name, introduced himself as 
Bill Harkness, and motioned me to a bench 
near the gate with a request that I tell 
him what I knew about Al and if he really 
were an actor. 

Briefly I sketched the youth’s career 
since joining our company; then asked 
that he return the favor and enlighten me 
concerning Al’s past, of which I had been 
almost in ignorance until that afternoon. 

“Just like the boy,” said Harkness. 
“Never was no hand to talk much or brag. 
But fight! Man, Al was a human wildcat 
if you got him mad. At least he was up to 
the time he left us to go with the rodeo. 
And I'll stake a long-horn against a Mex 
dollar it was ‘just like old times to him 
when he tore into those halfbreeds.” 


HEN, short sentences liberally 
punctuated with chuckles, he unfolded 

a past concerning my protege which was 
positively amazing. For Al, while still a 
school boy, had ridden and fought side by 
side with the men who had battled the 
cattle rustlers. Later he had been a 
deputy sheriff. However, those adventures 
had taken place in a county one hundred 
miles up the river, Harkness having re- 
moved to Junction City but a year previ- 
ous. That was the reason Al had not been 
recognized when we arrived in town. But 
his record was sufficiently well known for 
the sheriff’s aids to recall him when Hark- 
ness had shouted the lad’s nickname aloud. 
“But why in thunder did the boy 
let you take a pack o’ women over to 
Delnates?” he finally asked. “He knew 
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what kind of a rat-hole it’s always been.” 

“He didn’t want us to go; warned us 
against it. But there’s a girl in the com- 
pany Al used to be pretty fond of. She 
told him rather plainly he was afraid to 
go. And I guess you know what usually 
happens when a woman practically calls a 
man a coward before a crowd. A woman 
who can’t hold her tongue raises more—— 

I told the anxious members of the com- 
pany, most of whom were chattering 
excitedly in the hotel lobby, how Al had 
escaped. And they sure were right there 
with the cheer stuff when they learned he 
would recover. Alice, her face still show- 
ing traces of recent tears, admitted me to 
the room in which she had locked herself. 

“I—I heard the cries,” she stammered. 
“Al got away; he’s safe?” 

“Yes. We came away together. Now 
buck up and no more worrying. It was 
a bad scrape, and we’ re mighty lucky to 
get out of it as we did.” 

“But Al? Where is he? I’d—like to 
see him.” 

“Well you shall, later. He was hurt— 
a little. We left him at the hospital.” 

She gasped and swayed, but drew away 
as I reached to catch her. “No, Dave, I’m 
all right. But I must know the worst. Is 
he going to-——” 

“Nothing of the kind,” and I forced a 
grin. “One of the halfbreed’s bullets 
scratched him. And he may have a broken 
rib. But he'll be as good as new before 
long.” 

My words appeared to cheer her a bit, 
but she made me sit with her and tell all 
that had happened after she escaped. I 
did this—partly—holding back what the 
sheriff had said concerning Al's fighting 
past. I was sure she had learned a bitter 
lesson, and I did not want to add to her 
misery. Some day I would tell her the 
complete story. 

“Do you know, Dave,” she said sud- 
denly, “I don’t know what I would have 
done had they killed him. Now I am 
going to tell you something I didn’t believe 
I ever would confide to a living soul. But 
you always have been good to me. And— 
I'm so miserable—I must talk to some one.” 

“Trust me,” I interrupted. “I’m a good 
listener.” 

“T've loved Al for a long time. At 
first I didn’t. I detested all men who 
didn’t look—well, I admired plain, even 
ugly men; if they were men. They were 
the only ones I believed could be trusted 
in a pinch. But, in spite of myself, I 
couldn’t hold out against Al. 

“Then, today, when he tried to persuade 
us not to go, I was mad clear through. In 
a second my old suspicions came back. 1! 
was convinced he really was a coward. 
physically afraid. Dave, that made me 
see red. I hated myself for having loved 
him. That’s why I turned on him.” 


ELL,” I said soothingly, “let’s forget 
it, till tomorrow. We can talk more 
about it then.” 

For a moment I was tempted to tell her 
all I knew concerning Al. But again I 
decided in the negative. “Listen, Alice,” 
I said, “I’m certain you’re wrong. No man 
without real courage would have rushed 
in against such odds. His was no sudden 
spurt of bravery. Some day—I think— 
you'll learn I’m right. Now lie down and 
rest until five thirty. Then, if you care 
to go, I'll take you to the hospital with 
ah fi I’m certain Al will be glad to see 
rn be ready.” 


* * * * * + 


At the hospital the doctors informed me 
Al was fairly comfortable. But I went 
to his room alone to make sure he was 
physically fit to meet Alice; if he cared 
to see her. Despite his bandages, he looked 
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better than I had expected. And some- 
thing akin to his old grin came when he 
recognized me. 

“Tm all right, Mr. Crossley,” he said 
bravely, in reply to my queries. “But I 
can’t shake hands. Both sides are banged 
up, and they don’t want me to move much 
—just yet.’ 

It was not until after considerable ram- 
bling talk, in which I assured him he would 
be cared for in every way, while in the 
hospital and thereafter, that I mentioned 
who was outside. Instantly his face 
lighted and, forgetting, he attempted to 
pull himself up upon his pillow. But a 
spasm of pain dropped him back. 

When I returned with Alice, and she 
caught sight of Al, his face almost as 
white as the cloths about his head, I 
thought for a moment she would faint. 

“Please let’s not talk about it,” he said. 
“It. was just hard luck that something 
happened which spoiled our day. I'll be 
all right again, soon. Will you come and 
see me before you leave town? I shall be 
stronger by tomorrow. I’m not going to 
rejoin the company, you know.” 

She gave her promise with a nod, drew 
a hand across his forehead, then ran from 
the reom. 

“Go after her, Mr. Crossley,” he said 
quickly. “She’s a good girl, with a big 
heart. But there are some things she just 
won't understand.” 

Alice was in the outer corridor, weeping 
convulsively, when I found her. took 
her in a fatherly embrace and comforted 
her until the spasm of emotion had passed. 
Then we started out together. 

But, as we swung away from the 
entrance, we all but ran full tilt into the 
sheriff. “Sorry I’m late,” he rumbled. 
“How’s the boy?” 

“Doing fine,” I answered, “and cheerful— 
considering.” Then I introduced Alice. 


AM tto blame for everything,” she 

added. “I taunted Al until he just had 
to do something to prove that he possessed 
fighting courage. 

On the instant the sheriff’s eyes nar- 
rowed. “I don’t know whether I get your 
meaning straight, miss. But are you think- 
ing Al went against Big Tony just to 
prove that he would fight—if he had to; 
not because he wanted to help his friends? 

“I—I don’t exactly know,” she stam- 
mered. “But I never considered him a 
fighting man. He looked more 

“T get you now,” and Harkness’ mouth 
set hard. “Because Al was fairer than 
most of us, you thought he lacked sand. 
You’re a woman and I can’t say all I’m 
thinking. But, get me, miss. Al was just 
as good to look at in the old days as now— 
though we didn’t think much about his 
looks then—and I never met a gamer or 
a harder scrapper in my life.” 

For a long time we stood without speak- 
ing, Alice with drooped lids, Harkness and 
I watching her. Then, “Mr. Sheriff, you're 
going in to see Al?” 

“Why, yes, now.’ 

“Don't let him know you’ve told me 
about his old days. I don’t want him to 
think any worse of me than he probably 
does. But please tell him I want him to 
come back with the company—when he’s 
well. That I’m waiting till you bring his 
answer.” 

It seemed less than five minutes, though 
it must have been longer, when Harkness 
hurried from the building and to us. The 
furrows were gone from his forehead ; 
there was a flash of humor in his wise, 

ray ‘eyes. 

° “I told him, miss,” he said. “But Al’s 
stubborn as a "pack mule. He says there’s 
still a question open between you—some- 
thing about a ring—and he won’t talk about 
staying with the company till that’s set- 


tled.” 
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Pll Try My Sails Alone 


[Continued from page 67] 


tears on my cheeks speak for me . . . Then 
Luke turned to his scowling half-brother: 

“I’m tearing this here paper up, Ben. 
It better be the last time you and Jim, or 
that Kent woman ever think of it. Luke,” 
he went on, turning to me as his fingers 
still continued to strip the paper into bits, 
“I want you to know that I’d trust you 
with Carrie, anywhere—anytime. There's 
only one thing we must all remember. 
Carrie's never to know about this—this— 
matter. Never!” 

When we parted on the beach, Olaf and 
I going one way, and the other two men 
taking the shore line down to the cove. 
In front of the cottage, Olaf put out his 
hand. 


HE—she told me just afore dropping 
off to sleep in there about you and the 


blow, Luke. Said she was proud. Said 
you bested the sea to—to save her. I—I’m 
proud, too, Luke——” 


The next day Olaf’s ship pointed for 
the open sea. 

From a sand dune I watched her lifting 
hull and bellying white sails merge into 
the mystery of a northeastern horizon. 
When, at last, the Nancy D. dipped out of 
sight, there were only two _ poignant 
memories left in my heart. And _ these 
memories were of the last few minutes I 
had spent aboard of her . . . memories of 
a last look into Carrie's eyes; a last echo 
of her voice; a brotherly kiss upon her 
soft cheek; and a shake of Olaf Sund- 
berg’s hand as I went over the ship’s side. 


a * * * * * * 


Once again the witchery of springtime 
had wrought its emerald magic upon the 
island. 

“An Arcadia, such as Longfellow knew!” 
I exclaimed, my glance tarrying on a scene 
below. Bill Watson and Mary, his young 
wife, were pushing a baby carriage be- 
tween them toward the village street... 
Such happiness as was theirs! A boy in 
their first year of marriage! Already 
Bill was boasting of how that boy would 
soon be handling canvas and manipulating 
a helm! 

Manlike, he had boasted when he came 
home from sea to learn about the baby 
boy. But I wondered if he would have 
been so quick to talk loudly about father- 
hood if he had been present when his Mary 
went down into the shadows, calling 
vainly for him in her anguish. 

“How she called for Bill!” old Mrs. 
Watson had told me afterwards. “It’s 
women’s way, you know, to speak out the 
name of the man they love during such 
times——” 

My gaze still on the pair and their baby 
carriage, I realized that the great hap- 
piness they both enjoyed now had been 
gained through the Gethsemene of Mary 
Watson. I could not help but remember, 
too, that such happiness as had come to 
me since the Nancy D’s departure was the 
kind that can only be achieved through 
sacrifice. I had given up my own dream 
of love. 

On this day a north wind was due to 
blow the Nancy D. back to Rice Island 
with Olaf pacing her guarter-deck, a 
captain in his own rights. 

The wind had been: freshening for the 
last hour or so. Now it was blowing 
strongly inshore, salt-scented from the 
far-off horizon of the epen sea. 
nervous sensation spread through my being 
as I felt the strength of the breeze against 
my face, and inhaled its salt tang. 

At last there was a bobbing speck against 
the meeting point of sky and water. I 
studied it with eyes that had lately be- 


come accustomed to picking out ships . . 
As the speck expanded, finally unfolding 
into the vision of a ship, I turned away 
from the sea, fighting hard not to see the 
face of a woman in every yard of ship's 
canvas that was nearing Rice. 

Certain of myself now, I walked swiitly 
to the cove. There on the high bluff I 
watched Olaf Sundberg bring in the Nancy 
D. amid the cheers of all Rice Island. 
My heart was beating like a hammer in my 
breast as a small boat put off and headed 
shorewards, bearing Olaf and Carrie. 

How Carrie cried and laughed as she 
shook hands and kissed us all! How 
proud was the glow in Olaf’s eyes as he 
towered among us—Captain Sundberg of 
the Nancy D.! It was like a procession of 
triumph, the way we all walked up the 
grassy village street; Olaf at my right, 
and Carrie at my left. 

Not once did I allow my eyes to de- 
liberately dwell on Carrie Sundberg, but 
time and time again, I caught myself look- 
ing eagerly at her from the corners of my 
eyes. How I wished then that her beauty 
might have been less—that her charm 
might have been less. 

“The cottage is all ready, Olaf,” I said 
when we reached the village store; “I 
had Mrs. Brown clean and air it for you.” 

“Same old Luke, aren’t you? Looking 
out for somebody else,” he returned, his 
eyes holding mine. 

I went home with them. Once inside, 
Olaf began looking around, examining the 
place for changes that the months had 
brought. Carrie stayed with me in the 
living-room, contenting herself to wait on 
Olaf’s report. As we sat there together 
I found myself wishing we had not been 
left alone. 

“T am so glad to be back, Luke,” she 
said simply, her eyes falling somewhat 
before mine, which could no longer resist 
the fascination of her appeal. 

Again that wistful little sort of smile 
that always spiritualized her beauty for 
me... And then silence, save for the 
swishing song of the sea drifting through 
the windows, until Olaf swaggered back 
into the tiny room to tell us that every- 
thing was “shipshape.’ 

“We're standing by Rice Island for some 
little time, Luke. Got some cleaning and 
painting to do for the Nancy D. Then I’m 
running down to Savannah for a short 
cargo. I’m—going to leave Carrie home 
from that trip. We—er—figure its best 
for us—for her to be here in the cottage 
for a while—” The big man’s voice had 
dropped over his last few words and look- 
ing from his face to Carrie’s, I saw the 
deep crimson color flushing her cheeks. 


Wii the exception of his daily trips 
to the Nancy D., Olaf remained close 
to his cottage for the next ten days. Folks 
that saw him going to and fro said he 
walked like a man deep in thought. Carrie 
was not seen at all, except occasionally 
on the beach. 

The summer weeks drifted by, and still, 
the Nancy D. rode at anchor in the cove, 
sails furled; still there was little sign of 
Olaf and Carrie. He came once to the 
house and sat with me for a few minutes. 
We tried to talk. But, as the folks said, 
Olaf seemed living in the shadow of deep 
thought. When he got up to go he gave 
me a message from Carrie: 

“She said she was sorry not to have 
been able to—to see you the other day 
you called by. Once or twice Carrie’s 
asked me to find out if the girls do the 
chores about the house all right. Funny, 
Luke, she’d seem worried about that very 
thing out at sea—” 
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I watched him walk away ... watched 
him until the sea-grassed sand dunes swal- 
lowed him. Then I went back into my 
study and picked up my photograph, which 
I liked to believe Carrie had once swept 
up to her lips. 

From my window I watched the evening 
shadows purple land and sea. I watched 
the stars come out. I heard the great 
waters crooning a night lullaby to the 
white sands. And, in a moment of un- 
utterable yearning, rebellion flared up in 
my soul: 

“Oh, God! Why was I made to love 
her like this . . . to be eternally reminded 
of her by the stars that shine, and by the 
song of her sea? Why was I given this 
cross that is too—too—heavy—” 


HERE was a loud knock on my front 

door. I found the youngest Watson 
boy; he was bareheaded, and stood there 
panting for breath. 

“What is it, Jimmy?” I asked, sensing 
that something was wrong. Premonitions 
are inexplicable things. I had one then 
that Carrie was in trouble. 

“Ma says you're to run right to Olaf 
Sundberg’s—” 

“Has anything happened to Carrie—?” 

“Ma was wringing her hands and carry- 
in’ on. But she didn’t say nothing but to 
get you—” 

“Tt’s Carrie!” I cried, running down the 
path and out of my gate. The sand dunes 
seemed as nothing for my flying feet. 
Carrie was in some kind of danger! She 
needed me! This was the knowledge that 
sent me spurting across the wide sand 
flats toward the lights that glowed omi- 
nously in the Sundberg cottage. I reached 
the porch out of breath. Suddenly a pite- 
ous, heartrending cry filled the night. Mrs. 
Watson waited for me at the door, wring- 
ing her old hands. 

“What is—” 

There was a cry from Carrie—a cry 
that made me feel that my heart was be- 
ing torn out by the roots. A low moan- 
ing sound followed the cry. Then came 
the shuffling of heavy feet inside. A huge 
shadow filled the hallway. The shadow 
became Olaf Sundberg. He seemed a 
giant gone insane. His blue eyes roved 
dangerously. His wide shoulders con- 
vulsed. An incoherent cry burst from his 
lips and before I knew it, Olaf dashed 
past Mrs. Watson and me and ran off 
into the night, waving his arms frantically. 

“Poor man! Carrie’s having such a 
hard time in there, it’s driving him crazy. 


She—” 

“What’s the matter?” I cut in on Mrs. 
Watson. 

“She’s having a baby,” answered the 


woman just as Carrie’s agonized voice 


| reached us again. 
| “Listen, Mrs. 
I—” 


its killing her. 
I—I’m 


Watson, 
“That's why I called you, Luke. 


fearful it will. She’d want her pastor 
if—” 

“Tm, going in, Mrs. Watson. She 
may—” 


At that very moment Carrie’s moaning 
subsided. There was silence in the house. 

“Luke—Luke—oh, Luke!” 

My name on Carrie’s tortured lips! My 
name! She had cried it out in agony. 
Trembling from head to foot, I turned to 
Mrs. Watson. She looked as if she had 
suddenly seen a ghost! 

“She—called for you—not Olaf!” she 
whispered hoarsely, as if this fact terrified 
her. Then I remembered what she had 
said about women calling the name of the 
man they love at such a time. 

“Yes—I—hbetter go in,” I said, forgetful 
that I had a faith to keep. 

“Wait, I'll see,” she returned, going in 


the room where the shadows hovered over 
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my rose girl.. The suspense of those next 
few seconds while I waited for Mrs. Wat- 
son ate into my being like quicksilver. 
Something told me that Carrie’s crisis had 
come when she cried out my name. And, 
still, the fact that she had called me only 
served to baffle and confuse my heart and 
—_ for surely I didn’t dare think Carrie 
cared 

“She’s had the baby, Luke. But, it’s— 
it’s—dead !” 

I stumbled into the room after the old 
woman. By the flickering lamplight I 
saw Carrie lying white and drawn on her 
bed. The stillness of death was upon her. 
Tears misted my eyes. I fell on my knees 
beside her and took a limp hand in mine. 

“It’s tuckered her out . .. She fainted. 
— got to have brandy,” Mrs. Smith 
said. 

My hand trembled as I put the glass of 
brandy and water to Carrie’s lips. But the 
brandy slipped down somehow, and worked 
its magic. In a few seconds her eyes flut- 
tered open, and a little sigh made her 
bosom rise and fall. Her ordeal had left 
its traces of suffering in the soft sea blue 
of her eyes; in the helplessness of her 
hands; and in the wan little smile she gave 
me. I bowed my head before these things, 
unable to look at the woman of my heart 
in her pitiful condition. 

“Luke—I—I’'m so glad you're here,” she 
tried to say, her voice faltering to an al- 
most inaudible whisper. 

I looked up at these words. Dimly I 
saw Mrs. Smith and Mrs. Watson looking 
down at me, their old eyes seeming beady 
in the half-light of a kerosene lamp. I 
could not doubt the meaning of their looks. 
They plainly said that they understood what 
still baffled my own heart—and that be- 
cause of this, I must tell Carrie Sund- 
berg the bitter truth about her baby. 

“Carrie,” I began, wondering how to tell 
what must be told. “Your baby’s—dead,” 
I blurted, expecting my brusque words to 
shatter her remaining nerve and spirit. 

“TD-e-a-d,” she repeated. 

“Yes, Carrie.” 

“Oh!” The exclamation was little more 
than a soft sound. It was not the out- 
burst of grief I had looked for. 

Was Carrie too exhausted by suffering 
to cry? Was she too numb from her 
experience to realize that she had gone 
down into the shadows for a new little life 
and come back empty-handed? 

“Olaf—where is Olaf?” she asked. 

I looked helplessly at the two old 
women, now huddled together on the other 
side of the bed. Certainly I could not tell 
Carrie the truth about her husband—that 
he had dashed out into the night like a 
madman. Mrs. Watson must have read 
my thoughts, because she spoke up here: 

“He went to the store for something, 
Carrie,” she said. 


[, go after him and tell him you— 
you're all right,” I offered, rising to un- 
steady knees. I wanted an excuse to get 


out. 

“Thank you—Luke,” she replied weakly. 

A last look at her lying white and drawn 
on the bed; a last temptation to kiss her 
wan cheeks; a last dare to know the reason 
why she had called my name during her 
travail, and I went out, my heart thump- 
ing; my pulses racing . 

But there was no sign of Olaf up and 
down that long sweep of beach. Certain 
that my voice was drowned in the roar of 
the surf, I pushed farther down the 
shingle. Almost a mile from the cottage, 
I drew up short in my tracks at the vision 
of a great hti}king person standing on a 
lone sand dune. 

Silhouetted against the Carolina sky he 
appeared like some prehistoric giant of a 
man. I made for the sand dune, knowing 


that I had found Olaf Sundberg. 
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|tended like two great paws. 
| berg’s senses were still somewhat scattered 
|by the suffering he had witnessed. 


“Olaf—Olaf—” I called. The man 
heard me but made no move. “She wants 
you back at the cottage, Olaf—” 

These last words had an effect. He 
lumbered down to meet me, his hands ex- 
Olaf Sund- 


ieee I better hit while the iron was 
ot. 

“Carrie’s begging for you—” 

“Carrie—” he cut in, his voice un- 
natural. “Carrie’s begging for me? Is— 
it—over yet?” 

“Yes, Olaf,” I answered. 

“Ts it a boy, or a girl?” he demanded. 

“T—I don’t know,” I confessed. 

“Don’t know! My God, its got to be a 
boy! I’ve prayed it would be. Come on; 
we must run. I must know. I must 

“Ohf, I must tell you the truth. The 
baby was born—dead—” 

“Dead!” he thundered ... “Dead! My 
baby dead! That’s not true. You— 
you’ re—” 

“[’m sorry, Olaf. But I thought you 
better know the truth before going back—” 

“I tell _you it’s not true. My baby’s not 
dead. He’s going to be a Sundberg sail- 
ing man. He’s—” 

“Olaf, my friend, please! I—I know 
how you've prayed for a boy. I have 
prayed with you in spirit,” I went on, “but 
it was not God’s will—” 

“God!” he bellowed . “God! Who 
the hell is God? If my baby’s dead, I tell 
you there isn’t any God God! 
Once and for all, man, tell me the truth. 
Is my baby dead?” he shouted, gripping 
my arms until I writhed with pain. 

Although I feared the truth would snap 
the slender thread that held what was left 
of his sanity together, I could not lie to 
Olaf Sundberg. 

a Olaf, the child died at birth,” I 
said. 


ev) AN UGLY curse split his lips. I was 
no longer Luke Manners, his friend. 
In his madness I was but a man who 
represented the God who had smashed his 
dreams and broken his heart. 

I was powerless to escape his fury. He 
held me away from him and lashed me 
with an open hand across the face. Even 
if I had been strong enough to fight him 
back, I don’t think I could have done so. 
I could only take his blows with a great 
sweeping pity for the fine man who had 
become beast in his moment of most poig- 
nant tragedy. I could only pray that one 
of his hands would knock me _ sense- 
less . . . would close my eyes to the heart- 
rending sight of him, frothing at the 
mouth, and turn me mercifully deaf to the 
outrageous blasphemy of his unknowing 
tongue. But when I did finally sink upon 
the sand from a shocking punch, the 
prayed-for unconsciousness did not come. 
I lay there quivering on the beach, sensi- 
tive to the fact that Olaf Sundberg, mad- 
man now, was ploughing down the shingle 
toward his cottage. 

“If he turned on me, he may turn on 
others. Poor Olaf, it ... it cracked his 
brain . Carrie! He may—” the very 
suggestion of harm to her set my aching 
muscles into action. 

He made the cottage fifty feet ahead, 
and burst through the door without so 
much as a backward glance. I half-fell 
up the steps, holding my breath for fear 
of hearing a tell-tale scream from Carrie. 
It came just as I passed inside. I knew 
then that she had looked into the eyes of 
her deranged husband, and faced the 
menace of his madness. 

“Olaf,” I said, my voice failing to break 
as he turned, hunching his massive 
shoulders to spring at me. I braced my- 
self for what was to be annihilation. 
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my doom. Sundberg, straining forward, 
his eyes aflame with the lust of mad 
murder, was just about to strike when a 
shriek from Carrie froze him fast. Only 
his eyes moved in that tense dramatic 
moment. They roved like animals in his 
head, stopping to rest only on the slim 
girl kneeling in the foot of the bed. Then 
they bulged forward as if to pop from 
their sockets. His deep chest swelled to 
what seemed a bursting point. Every 
muscle in his body flexed, then tautened. 
An. indescribable noise issued from his 
mouth, and, Olaf Sundberg toppled to the 
floor like a stricken giant! 
* * * * * 

Days afterwards, when the fever left 
him, Olaf told me something had snapped 
inside at sight of Carrie’s facing him as 
she lay there in bed. He said that his 
brain had ceased to function after I de- 
clared his baby dead. Olaf begged me 
over and over to find forgiveness in my 
heart for his mad acts. 

“I understood down there on the beach. 
You didn’t know what you were doing. 
God won't blame you for what you did 
and said then, Olaf, so why should I?” 

I grieved in my own heart for Olaf. 
It was hard to see a giant like Olaf going 
around with a beaten sort of look in his 
honest eyes. When he started after his 
Savannah cargo, I thanked God I had not 
faltered in my efforts to suppress the big- 
ger love for Carrie that had come to me 
since the night she called my name. I 
could still look him in the eye. I could 
take his hand, knowing the faith was not 
broken. 

“You'll watch after her, Luke? She’s 
frail now. She'll need somebody—you— 
to lean on, boy. i 


Promise? 

That night, alone on the beach, I could 
not keep my thoughts from the night of 
Carrie’s travail. She had called for me 
in her hardest moment! Could this mean 
| what Mrs. Watson claimed it did? And, 

if Carrie cared for me, dared I harbor 
such sweet satisfaction in my heart with- 
out also harboring sin? 

These, and many more questions twisted 
| through my brain, begging answers that 
| were hard to make. The only answer I 
! could give with certainty was that my own 
| love for Carrie was wrong. She was an- 
| other man’s wife. God’s law on that point 
| was strong and clear. When I passed 
| Carrie’s house, an invisible force seemed 
pulling me to her front door; I broke into 
a run. 

My gesture was vain. A voice called 
after me, arresting my swift steps. I 
turned. Carrie was standing on her porch. 

I went back, drawn by that invisible 
force I had not escaped. It was our first 
real moment alone since the night I had 
heard my name on her anguished lips. 

“You stopped before the cottage—then 
ran away. Why did you run away, Luke?” 


"THe question caught me unaware. I 
could not find my tongue for seconds. 
When I finally did, my reply was only a 
stumbling excuse that didn’t convince her. 

Later we sat down on a drift log, our 
glances meeting, then drifting seaward to 
where the stars flecked the water with 
points of dancing gold. For a time I did 
nothing but twist my hands. She did the 
same. The strain of silence became un- 
bearable. 

“Olaf’s about off Point Lookout now,” 
I ventured. 

No answer from Carrie; 
movement of her head. 

“Carrie—I'm going back. 
go,” I blurted. 

“All right, Luke. ’ll go home, too.” 

I didn’t help her over the dunes. I 
weuld never have let her arm go. It 
would have been my breaking point. We 
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not even a 


I’ve got to 


| It seemed an eternity while I waited for’ 


didn't even say good-night, except for the 
obvious agitation parting caused us. 

As I plodded homeward I understood, 
or thought I did, the reason for her own 


agitation. It was not that Carrie loved 
me. She had simply decided in woman’s 
way that I cared to the point of temp- 
tation, and this intuitive knowledge had 
unnerved her. Halfway home I retraced 
my steps to the shore. 

How I wished the cruel waters might 
claim me! How I wished they had done so 
in the blow off Pelican Island! But. no! 
The sea only played with me, its prey; 
only tortured me. it would let me go on 
living and suffering the sharp pangs of 
vain love hunger. My feelings over- 
whelmed me at the thought of Life, and 
a loveless future. I could not check the 
storm of sobs that sundered my lips. 

When it seemed I would strangle down 
there in the damp sand, hands were layed 
on my convulsing shoulders. I would have 
known the touch of those hands in Eter- 
nity 

“Carrie,” I choked. 


LOEE. I saw you return. I had to 
come back then. Oh! Luke—Luke, 
don’t you understand? I—I love you——” 

Carrie’s words kindled a flame within 
me that burned away the bonds which had 
long held my whole being in leash. Every- 
thing in me, and of me that had loved her 
in suppression; that which was of my soul, 
heart, and body; all that made me a man, 
flared in my veins consuming every de- 
fense I had built for such a moment. 
Struggling to my knees, I drew her yield-° 
ing self to me with a strength that was 
soft fire in my veins . It did not seem 
sin in that first moment of ecstasy. Noth- 
ing so beautiful as her confession of love 
and her moist lips could be sin! 

But, when we draw back breathless 
from each other at last, and saw the sea. 
swelling toward us, we realized the ter- 
rible truth. We knew our love had tres- 
passed the laws of God and man. Carrie 
had jeopardized her marriage pledge. I 
had broken faith with my friend! Such 
was the indictment of the swelling sea. In 
that moment the running waters became 
Olaf Sundberg; became our outraged 
God! For moments we stood apart, aghast 
at what we had done. But a reckoning 
had to be made with each other, or else 
Life and the future would be unbearable. 

“Carrie,” I began, “my love for you has 
fought its own self since the day you told 
me about marrying Olaf. After that ic 
was wrong for me to keep you in my heart. 
I tried to put you out. Though it was 
sin, I couldn’t—” 

“Ts it sin to love, Luke?” she beseeched 
as if suddenly terrified. 

“It’s wrong for a man to covet his 
neighbor’s wife, Carrie.” ; 

My statement seemed to stun her. In 
that moment she was like a little girl who 
suddenly finds out that something she 
thought beautiful and wonderful is ugly. 
She began to cry. 

“Then, God forgive me for saying this! 
But, you must know. Until Olaf asked 
me I wasn’t sure. He seemed the kind for- 
me. But, that first night, Luke! I learned 
Olaf was not the man of my heart. Some- 
times a girl makes that kind of mistake, 
and finds out too late. Oh Luke! if only 
you had asked me first. Luke—Luke— 
think what love could have meant to us—” 

“Stop, Carrie. Don’t torture me with 
such a thought. It is all my fault. I 
meant to ask you the very night Olaf did, 
but—but—I figured you loved him—” 

“I wish I . God knows how I’ve 
Olaf think? Does‘ he 
dream the truth?” 

“He didn’t until lately... He’s never said 
a word. But, Luke, there have been things 
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recently: I. couldn’t. hide from him. I 
think. he knows——” 
“We—we're in a terrible: fix. I wish 
we'd been drowned off Pelican Island that 
time. Ido! I do!” 
“It would’ve been better. 
saved for some reason, Luke. 
our own good, or Olaf’s?” 
“There’s only one thing we must remem- 
ber. Olaf’s right—and we're wrong. 
Carrie girl. We can’t stop our love but 


But, we were 
Was it for 


its wrong for us to, give in to it. It was 
madness a few moments ago. But God 
knows what was in.our hearts. He can’t 


condemn us for just one weak moment. 
He cannot——’ 


OKE,” she cut in, “must we kill our 
love?” 

“Nothing can ever bring death to our 
love. It will be with us in Eternity. But, 
we must. Oh! Carrie, its only because 
we love each other so much that we can 
do the right thing and lock it up in our 
hearts. Its because our love’s so strong 
and beautiful that we must keep it un- 
stained. 
“All right, Luke. I’ll try to understand. 

ou mean we could never find full happi- 
ness in love that’s founded on somebody 
else’s unhappiness—Olaf’s ?” 

“And the unhappiness of our conscience, 
dear,” I added. 

She came closer, her arms stealing over 
my shoulders: “Let me know one more 
moment of the happiness we must never 
claim again. IIold me, Luke. Kiss me 
Luke—kiss—” she sobbed. 

I gathered Carrie close, until the tears 
from her eyes mingled with mine, and ran 
hot down our pressing cheeks. I felt her 
heart beating against mine. I inhaled her 
sweet breath as a dying man breathes the 
air of life. 

“Carrie—I will always love you... al- 


ways— 
“You will be in my heart, Luke, always,” 
she cried, swaying in my arms. 
* ok * 


” 


I best remember the next few days by 
the torturous struggle I waged to -lock 
Carrie Sundberg in my-heart. There were 
moments when the fight seemed utterly 
hopeless, moments when -Carrie became a 
pulsing presence in the depth of my breast. 
instead of a forbidden memory. Then I 
would force my eyes upon a vision of the 
Carolina sea where the imagery of Olaf 
was stamped in every wave. Always my 
battle was the flesh against the spirit— 
flesh that made hoarse demands for its 
heritage of love—spirit that pleaded with 
flame-like intensity against these demands. 

And so it was the sea that had kept 
Carrie and me apart, and given her to 
Olaf, which inevitably helped my spirit in 
its pathetic triumph. 

As if in exultation over this triumph, 
the sea lashed itself into mad fury the very 
night Olaf Sundberg’s Nancy D. was due 
to pass Rice Island with yellow pine as 


cargo. Blowing out of the south with the | 


suddenness of a Carribean hurricane, the 
wind turned our surf into foaming thunder, 
and swept the angry tide over Rice’s 
natural seawall of sand dunes. 

Every timber in my cottage trembled in 
its frenzied grip. Windows rattled, stac- 
cato-like above the lost soul wail of wind, 
and the drum-roll of tempestuous waters. 
As the storm continued to throttle land and 
sea, my thoughts flashed to ‘Carrie, alone 
in her cottage near the encroaching ocean. 
I wanted to brave the storm and go to her. 
But, duty called me to the church tower! 
My light had to be taken care of—it might 
keep some ship from the sand reef off 
Rice Island, or out of the merciless surf. 

Carrie, child of ‘the sea; would not be 
afraid of ‘the ‘storm, I told myself, ’as I 


pulled on my oilskins and climbed into. the . 


The light: had- been. jerked 
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This new method enlists the aid of sun and air tortestore 
not only the color but also the normal. growth and healthy 
gloss—all with the one and same bottle of colorless liquid 
for both blond and dark hair! No more dye-steins on 
fingers and linen—no streaks or spots in hair. Quick 
but safe. May be used forever without the slightest 
harm. Tones up the scalp and destroys dandruff. 


Try Combination Treatment for 10 days 


Deposit only $1.39 and postage with mailman when de- 

livered, and return for immediate refund if not fully 

pleased. $1000.00 GUARANTEE. PROTECTS YOU. | 
PREMIER SALONS DE BEAUTE . 

145 Nassau St., New York. . - Desk SS-4 
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graduate failing to pasg bar exams. Over 60,006 
students and graduates. Write today for interest- : 
ing book on law training Free. Also special [ODDGSOAGoaeeosensosseususnstacrsessssnecsrseca7iensenasssemnscessass cesses 
reduced tuition offer now in force. 
AMERICAN CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL OF LAW restored 
Jose a Pound aJ)ay 
This New Fasy Way, (1 
TRY AT OUR EXPE NSE 
trouble, inconvenience or dang¢r. 
Makes you feel better and Jook 


How the Luxite Diamond Looks In a Beautiful 
Setting 


FREE 


Yes, We Are Positively Giving Away Absolutely 
Free, Without Any Red Tape 


A Full Cut One Carat 
Luxite Diamond 
Only one to each person. No delay—nothing to 


sell or buy. Send at once, for we want new friends 
and admirers of these wonderfully Beautiful Luxite 


Diamonds, which experts can scarcely tell from 
genuine ones, costing 100 times as much. None but 
genuine diamonds can match them in flery blue- 
white brilliance and perfect cutting. Take ad- 
vantage of this most amazing offer NOW. Just 
send your name and address with 1c in stamps or 
coin (to help defray cost of handling, postage, 
packing, ete.) and your Luxite Diamond will be 


shipped prepaid to you by return mail. 
GARFIELD IMPORTING CO. 
3839 Roosevelt, Dept. 873-P, Chicago, Ill. 


n PERFECT LOOKING NOSE | 
Trades Medel Nor 2 


corrects now all ilishaped 
noses quickly, painlessly, 
permanently, and comfort- 
ably at home. It is the 
only adjustable noseshaping 
appliance and a safe and 
guaranteed patent device 
that will actually give you 
a perfect looking nose. Over 
96,000 satisfied users. For 
years recommended by phy- 
sicians. 16 years of experi- 
ence in manufacturing Nose 
Shapers is at your service. 
Model 25 jr. for children. 


Write for testimonials and free booklet, which tells 
you how to obtain a perfect looking nose 

M. TRILETY, Pioneer Noseshaping Specialist 
Dept. 2487 Binghamton, N. Y. 


SENSATIONAL SALE 
HIGHEST QUALITY 


very piece yards er 
more. Best value of the Each 
bundle double our cules pe prise. 


if goa are oot de lend 
KS and sour money will be promp Tefunded. 


QUALITY SALES C0.,Dept. 79 


WANTED-MEN 
TO LEARN RADIO 


ulekly at home 
oprevious expe- 


master radio 
in sparetime. 

riencenecessary. Nowisthetime 
toenter this new, uncrowded field. 


1,000 Mile Receiving Set— FRE 
Ournew home- -stud methods make everything about ra: 
amazingly simple. No other course like it. Makes you ex- 
‘on radio operation, repairs and installations of s 
inds. Send for literature telling C at e 
how we give 1,000 mile t 
miss this big ACT. Write book. 
Radio et America 
4513 Ravenswood Ave., Dept, S-11, Chicago 


from its accustomed place by the fury of 
the night. I tried lashing it back into place. 
But, the wind was like so many tearing 


talons . .. like a presence in my church 
belfry, shouting and shrieking with 
maniacal glee. I fought it with bare 


hands, holding the light in place as best 
I could. Sometimes it seemed as if the 
wind were a maniac trying to murder me 
with glad hands. It nearly tore my arms 
out by the sockets. It smashed me against 
the stone walls. It drove the rain like 
stinging bullets into my face and eyes. 
Suddenly, out of the storm swirling 
dark, a ship’s rocket glared, then darkness 
snuffed it out. Terror swept over me. A 
ship was o: Rice Island! God! I had to 
keep my light in place. It was to be my 
sapped strength against the brute might 
of southern storm! Could I hope to win 
against such unequal odds? 
“Luke—Luke—you’ ve got to win. It 
may be Olaf’s ship!” rang a voice through 
my heart, a voice that commanded me. 
And, then, the wind became more than a 
shrieking, murderous presence. It became 
a devil—temptation—in my church tower. 


A! YOU can’t hold out against me,” 

it shrieked, driving me against the 
wall with a show of more power. “Don't 
be a fool. I’ve got Olaf Sundberg’s ship 
off the reef. I'll send her crashing into 
splintered bones if you drop that light. 
Drop | it fool. You can’t hold out against 
me— 

Now, my flesh joined battle with the 
tempting wind’s voice. “Carrie, Carrie,” 
begged my flesh. My strained muscles 
heard the plea. They were ready to give 
up—eager to drop the light that burdened 
them. 

There in the tower my soul staged a 
last stand against my It was temp- 
tation such as the devil offered the Master 
on the Mount of Olives; it was temptation 
that offered a way to my heart’s desire— 
Carrie Sundberg ! 

“T'll drive him down to the bottom. It’s 
your chance. Her chance,’ ” thundered the 
wind. “Drop that light.” 

Pain seared my shoulders, wracked my 
sides; tortured my arms; burned my 
bruised fingers... Pain that was temp- 
tation in itself. But, still the spirit grap- 
pled with the flesh. Olaf! Olaf! I 
must save him. It was his life and those 
on board against my love. “I cannot send 
him down to death,” such was the cry of 
my anguished soul. 

“Let go, you fool. Carrie will be wait- 
ing after the storm... Carrie, your 
dream woman!” my body cried back. Then 
the storm took its turn. Then the pain 
attacked. Then my reeling soul went back 
into the frightful fray! 


* * * * * * * 


They found me next morning, lying un- 
conscious across my dismantled light in the 


tower. It was torture even to move my 
tongue. But a question flamed my con- 
science. I had to know my fight’s result. 


“Was a ship driven ashore?” I asked 
weakly. 

They told me that no sign of a wrecked 
ship had been found. A smile that they 
could not understand came to my lips. My 
eyes closed. The surf’s sullen voice died 
down in my ears. 

The next time consciousness returned I 
realized there was commotion in my room. 
Men and women were running to windows. 
But, I became oblivious of this commotion 
upon beholding Carrie at my side. Her 
eyes were on the floor, as she spoke: 

“Tt’s the Nancy D. coming in. Two 
masts gone! She looks like a ghost ship, 
Luke.” 

“The Nancy D.!’ I echoed, remember- 
ing my temptation of wind and _ flesh. 
Exaltation became a prayer of thanks- 
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giving in my heart—thanksgiving that once 
more the spirit had conquered for I had 
not dropped the light until every ounce of 
strength deserted me. 

I waited in my room for the news. I 
was too weak and unstrung to leave the 
bed. News came in the person of Olaf 
Sundberg. He strode into the room, his 
face full of the haggardness that comes 
to people who have looked Death in the 
face. Carrie and several others were be- 
hind him. I tried to raise up in bed, but 
he held me down gently. 

“Luke, it was your light that saved us 
from the reef,” he said, his lips twitching 
with the same emotion that quivered in his 
deep voice. He looked around after this, 
his brows knitting as if uncertain of what 
to do and say next. However, inspiration 
must have come to him for suddenly he 
asked everyone, even Carrie, to leave him 
alone with me. 

“My compass began misbehaving in the 
storm. We tried sounding. The lines 
were torn out of men’s hands. I lost two 
hands overboard before seeing your 
light ... Luke, last night in all that up- 
roar, I wished I didn’t, have to see that 
light. I wished there were no human lives 
in my care. If not, I would have shut my 
eyes to your light, and let her break on 
the reef—” his voice dropped to a husky 
whisper. 

I could only lie back and stare at my 
friend. But, I understood, and my under- 
standing started me trembling like a reed 
in the wind. Olaf had wished for death 


out there! There was only one answer. 
He knew the truth! 
“Yes, Luke, you’re right,” he went on 


reading my thoughts, “I—I wanted to die 
because—because I know she loves you—” 

“Olaf!” I cried, shocked by hearing the 
truth put into so many words. 

“T’ve always known you loved her. I 
knew you loved her when you came back, 
a preacher. I waited a long time afore 
asking her, thinking you'd speak first. I— 
couldn’t hold in any longer, Luke. Poor 
child, she only thought she cared for me! 
30d! how brave a woman's got to be, 
Luke, when they keep their marriage 
bargain while their heart belongs some- 
where else. I was too happy myself—too 
thick-minded to know the truth until after 


the baby ... Luke, I’m going away so’s 
you and—Carrie,”* his voice broke here, 
and my heart broke with it, “can have 


your happiness,” he finished, his haggard 
face no longer masking his inward agony. 

I told him he couldn’t do that. I re- 
minded him of his marriage pledge taken 
in my church before God. 


OU can’t do that, Olaf. 
have made our decision. 
decided to forget—” 


Carrie and I 
We—we have 


“Forget! Good Christ, man, it ain't 
human to forget . I know. I've tried 
lately, Luke,” he groaned, the truth un- 
leashing itself from his heart. “T can’t 
live with Carrie anymore——” 

“Going away will not help. It will not 


put asunder what God has joined together. 
I tell you, Olaf, we’ve made our decision. 
We are going to carry it out. Carrie is 
your wife. She can only be my friend, 
Olaf, as I’ve always tried to think of her 
since—~" 

“Boy,” ‘he said, gripping my hand, “I 
know how hard you've tried. I knew it 
when I said I’d trust you with her any- 
where, anytime. I know you'll still try. 
But——” 

“God’s will must be done, Olaf. His 
law is our law. We cannot revolt against 
His order of things,’ was my answer. 

Olaf Sundberg got up and towered over 
me. Then he reached down, wrung my 
hand, and turning abruptly rushed out of 
the room. Olaf never came back to say 
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-the life boat. 


-I could explain oy 
* * 
Early brought of Olaf 


Sundberg and his new ship. The vessel’s 
owners sent the tragic news. It was of 
Olaf. He had been swept overboard off 
the Brazilian coast . Carrie brought 
it to me, tears brimming her blue eyes. 
She cried softly while I read the slip of 
paper. Carrie continued to cry as she 
knelt with me on the floor and prayed for 
Olaf... She was like a little child 
afraid of the dark when I led her home- 
ward, her hand clinging to mine. 

“You're worn out, Carrie. You must go 
to bed and sleep—” 
- “Oh, Luke! I could not sleep. I’m 
afraid of everything—of life—of death— 
everything except—you,” she answered. 

“I will go and get Mrs. Watson to stay 
with you. You must sleep, Carrie.” 

Her golden head drooped against my 
chest at these words. I pressed my lips 
fondly against her soft, silken hair, my 
arms holding her close to my heart in a 
moment of infinite promise. Then I half- 
carried her up to the empty cottage, laid 
her on a couch, and went after Mrs. Wat- 


son. 
+ * * * * * 


* 

YEAR afterwards Carrie and I were 

married. Not in my little church. No, 
that would have been desecration of Olaf 
Sundberg’s memory. We went away to 
the mainland for the ceremony, returning 
to Rice Island with eyes, tear-dimmed by 
the happiness that was ours at last . 
happiness that seemed all the more sublime 
for the shadows, and the heartbreak which 
had begotten it. 


Time went on like the ceaseless ebb and 
flood of our tides. Years passed . . 
Ten of them. One morning while Carrie 
was outside, working in the rose garden, a 
strange man came to my door. The sea 
was in hiss face, his limbs; his voice. 

“I’m Henry Black. Beiong down Savan- 
nah way. Just back from ten years in 
China seas. Got a story for you about a 
Rice Islander. Name was Olaf— 

“Olaf!” I cut in. 

“Sundberg,” went on the sailor. “A 
message came back here long time ago 
saying he’s been lost overboard off Brazil. 
That wasn’t true. Sundberg sent it him- 
self. I was his mate. We shipped to- 
gether for China seas. . There was a 
typhoon one night, months ago. It 
cracked us like an iron whip. Christ, 
parson, you should’ve seen skipper Sund- 
berg! Giant, you know! Strong as the 
sea—almost. He fought the storm for us. 
He didn't want to live. I knew it all the 
time. Then the sea began sucking. Deck 
plunged underfoot. Christ, what a man, 
parson! Whipped out a pistol. Drove 
his men to the boats. There wasn’t room 
for him. I tried to make him take my 
place. Sundberg smashed me clean into 
The others say he went 
down, praying on the plunging quarter- 


deck. Praying, parson, praying!” half- 
screamed the man. “Who for, parson? 
who for?” 


OME,” was all I could manage to say 
then. I led the sailor to a window. 
pointed to a slender woman working 
among the roses—a woman who seemed as 
one of them, only more lovely in my eyes. 
The man looked at Carrie for a second. 
Understanding flashed in his stolid eyes. 


He turned to me. 

“T see, parson... I get you. Sund- 
aoe never forgot. He was ' praying for 
er—” 
happiness—happiness he could 
pray for only from his own garden of 
Gethsemene,” I answered before my emo- 
tions mastered me. 

THe Enp, 


“The “Beaut 


HEN one thinks of the human form there 
is something sacred in the thought, for the 
human form in all its beauty is Divine. 
Especially is the thought of woman’s figure asso- 
ciated with art and beauty. Artists have always 
painted beautiful figures and sculptors have chiseled 
only the most perfect forms of women when making 
their masterpieces, 
And can you think of anything more lovely than 
a perfectly formed woman? If you wish ‘to learn 
how to develop 


A Beautiful Bust 


write us at once. All this charm of perfect woman- 
hood can be yours—all the beauty and captivating 
grace that is your birthright—all the artful, delicate 
allurement that makes you first a woman—God’s 
Masterpiece—man’s idol. You can be made perfect 
in your witching beauty. 


Please 


without cost or obligation to me. 
sent under sealed postage, if you enclose 4c stamps). 


pom 


THE OLIVE COMPANY, Dept. 44, 
Clarinda, lowa. 


tell me all about your wonder method, 
(This information 


Mail the Coupon today and we will send you vr 
surprising photographic proof showing as much as five Address...... 
inches enlargement by this new method, all sent under 
Get rid of: THICK LIPS REDUCED! 


SKIN TROUBLES! 


Pimples, blackheads, eczema, etc., positively removed or 
money refunded. $4.00 (cash, m. 0., check or stamps) 
brings you at once a bottle of ‘fragrant, sooth 


KLEARSKIN. Pull directions with each bottle. 


Other remedies cost more, often sting, and cannot 
achieve the results of marvelous Klearskin. If in doubt 
send for circular and compare 
Dept. 54, KLEARSKIN, 10 E. 23rd St., New York 


Shapes Rapid, pain- 
less and safe. The A 
i uine and most Comboratie Nose Sup- 
porter. Absolutely GUARANTEED. 


Highly recommended FF 


Physicians. 
Write for FREE booklet, 
GEFORE-AFTER 


“Nature's Way To Happiness 


The ANITA Co. 


Dept. 1195, Anita Bullding, 
Newark, M, J. 


FREE FOLDER TO WOMEN 


The lips make or mar the face. If you 
value a beautiful mouth, let us tell you 
about ‘‘Cloree’’ for reducing thick, protrud- 
ing lips, making them shapely and adding 
beauty to the mouth. No plasters, rollers 
or cutting; just a harmless, painless lotion. 
Begin using ‘‘Cloree’’ today and watch re- 
sults. Particulars free. Send today. 

CLOREE OF NEW YORK . 
25 West 42nd Street (Dept. 619) NEW YORK 


PEOPLE ADMIRE DAINTY ANKLES 
Thick or swollen ankles can quick- / 
slender 


ly be reduced to dainty 


by new discovery of special pro-/ 
ing rubber. 


ce. r 
LENOR ANKLE REDUCERS 
Ankles actually look thin while getting thin 


Reduce: a 
Slips on like a glove. 


rubber to bind 


you to wear low s! 


and cause discomfort. 
e. Enables 
ingly. Worn 


under stockings without detection. Used 


our inspection. 
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gisin package nkle and wi idest part of calf. 


LENOR 


MFG. COMPANY 


Dept. 11H. C. 503 Fifth Ave., New York. 
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There’s big money, happiness and unlim 
everywhere in the fascinating profession of 
THEIR BEST! I train you thoroughly 


it even plainer than A-B-C. 


Real Expert Operators 
are Always in Demand 
at Big Pay 


More jobs are open for real experts 
than we can fill. Every Marsay 
graduate is a real expert. They are 
finished operators who can command 
and get jobs that pay $50 to $100 
per week, The Marsay course is my 
own copyrighted PRACTICE Method 
—my own invention that I have de- 
voted years to perfecting. Includes 
features not offered by any other 
school on earth. It is both thorough 
and rapid. In an amazingly short 
time you are really established as a 
beauty expert and earning big pay. 
Terms that are within the reach of 
every woman and girl. 


9 Outfits 
Given FREE 


to every Marsay Student. 
The Permanent Waving 
Machine shown here is 
only ONE Item. There 
are many more including 
Marcel iron, human hair 
for practice, a complete 
line of Marsay Harmon- 
ized Beauty l’reparations, 
dozens of instruments, 
everything you  need— 
complete — and without 
one cent of extra cost, 
My graduates are sue- 
cessful because my in- 
struction is practical, pro- 
fessional, scientific, 
—thorough. 


I Guarantee Home of Marsay School 
This is M Bf 
You a Job and Bird. Chicago 


Equipped to give you thorough and efficient training at 


tion before you have to’”’ 


quire examinations, registry, 
of training. If your State 
laws, Marsay will guarantee 
filling every requirement. 


in a job or shop o 


tions may rule 
you out. 
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“Get ready for State Examina- 


—Adele Nelson 


One State after another is passing 
restricting laws. It is going to be 
harder and harder to practice Beauty 
Culture. A dozen States already re- 


your training quick, and be 


own before restric- 


home! Marsay students get the benefit of a personalized 
a 50% Ra 1 se service that is as satisfactory and efficient as any per- fa) 9 
be. 
> 


NOW you can get the theory and practice of 
Scientific Beauty Culture—the modern ways and ‘“‘short 
cuts’’—right in your own home—in your spare time 


ited opportunities for women 
helping other women LOOK 
by a wonderful’ new home 


method. My course is complete in every detail of Permanent Waving, 
Marcelling, Facial and Scalp treatments, Shampooing, Manicuring and 
Hair-dressing. I guarantee my graduates to pass State license examina- 
tions. I give you the science, the theory and the best PRACTICE. All 
in simple, understandable language that is quickly grasped even if you 
only have common schooling. Hundreds of charts and illustrations make 


Open a Marsay Shop— 
We will back you 


This is an uncrowded field. There 
are only’ 21,000 shops in this great 
United States while there is need for 
at least 60,000 to meet the demand. 
My graduates (and no others) are 
licensed to own and operate Marsay 
Beauty Shop—a national organization 
backed by local and national advertis- 
ing. Very little capital needed when you have 
my training. Enormous profits—many make 
$5,900 to $15,000 yearly. You can do as weli. 
Simply complete the Marsay Course and you 
will be qualified for the Big Money—assured 
of a golden future. 


The following letter from one of my graduates 
is just one of thousands written me telling of simi- 
lar success. ‘“‘In the year 1922 I took up the 
course in Beauty Culture and since that time I 
hare been very successful at first working -for 
others, and now owning my own shop, Thr 
thorough training you gare me hes been a great 
help—an inapiration, and made my financial 
success possible.’’—PEGGY PRATT, Minneapolis, 
Minn. 
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if you are now earning less songl instruction could “< 
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